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The moft lamentable T ragcdie 

’XoiufticejContlncncCjandNobillitie; 

But let dcfert in pure eleftion Hi ine, 
AndRoiHaincsfightforficedome in your choice. 
Maren* Aridronictumth the Cyorv»e. 

PrinccJthat ftriuc by faclioas and by tiriends, 

AmbitioudyforRuleand Enipcrie, 

Know that the people o f Rome for whom we Itand 
A {'pcciall Pai ticjhaue by common voice. 

In cleaion for the Romaine Empery 
Chofen 4^wdro«ic/«,rttrnamcd 'Tiur. 




For many good and great defertsto Rome, 

ANoblcrmaiijabraucr VVarnour, 

Liucs not this diiy within the Cutic walls. 

Hcebvthc Senateisaccitedhome, 

From weary warres againfl: the barbarous G^hes, 
Thatwith Iiis fonnes aterrourto our foes, 

Hath yoakt a Nation ftrong,traind vp in Amies. 
Tenne yearcs are fpenC fince firft he vndertookO 
This caufe of Rome, and chaltifed with armes 
Our enemies pride : Fiue times hchath returnd 
Bieedins to Rome,bearing his valiant fonnes. 

In Coffins from the field, and at this day. 

To the Monumcnt.of that tAndranicy 

Done facrifice of expiation, . , _ , 

And flaine the Noblcfl: prifoncr of the qathei^ 
And now at laft laden with honours fpoilcs, 
Rctuincs the good tAndranicMS to Rome, 
RenownedT/tw flourifhingin Armes. 

Let vs itvtrcat by honour of his name, 

VVhom worthily you would hauenew iucceede, 
And tn the Capitall and Senates Right, 

Whom you pretendto honourand adore, 

That you wi ihdraw you.and abate your ttrength, 
DifmifTe your followers, and as filters mould, 
Plcadc>eurdifwsfo.pc?cc sod^roblcnts* 
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ofTitus Andronlcus, 

rr r • , SutHYninus. 

ow airc utc Tribune fpcakes to calmeniy thouijhts. 
Bafianm. 

Marcus <tAndr9nicus So 1 doe affic. 

In thy vpnghtnes and integntic, 

Andlo I loiieandhoiiour thee and thine. 

Thy Noole brotlicr Tttus and his lonncs, 

And lei to whom my thoughts arc humbled al!^ 
Oraiious Romes rich ornament/ 

1 hat I will here difiuifTc my louingfriends: 

And to my fortunes and the peoples fauour, 

Commitmy caufein ballance to be waid. ExitSeldicrtl 

r .• It Satur»irjf4s. 

r 1 jcnds that hau e bcenc thus forward in my rights 
1 thankeyou albandhcredilmiffeyouall. 

And to the Joue and fauour of my Countric, 

Commit my felfc^my perfon^and the caufe: 

Romcbcas iurt andgratious vntomc. 

As Iain confident and kiiide to thee^ 

Open thegates and let mein. 

Bafflansis^ Tribunes and me apoorcCompetitarf 
They goe vf into the Senate hossfe^ 

Enter a Captaine, 

Romaincs make vvay^the good ^Andronicus^ 

Ration of vertuc^Romes beft Champion: 

Succesful Jin thcbatrailcs that he fights, 

VVith honourand with fortune is returnd. 

From where bccircum (cubed with his fvvord. 

And brought to yoake die enemies of Romc^ 

Sound 7)ruws and rrumpets^and then enter tm of Titdl 
fonnes ^and then two men blearing a C9jfin to tiered with blacky 
then two other fonnes ythen Titus Andronicus, andthenTzt-^ 
^oyzthe Qyuene of Gothes and her two fonnes Chiron ani 

Demetrius^ 





The mod lamentable T ragedie 

Demetrius, wth Aron the More, a»d others as many m can 
he, then Jet dome the Cojjin,and l'iux$ fpeakos. 

Titus, HaileRome, viaoriousin thy moumingwecds, 

Lo as thcBarkc that hath difchargd his fraught, 

Retuincswithpretiousladingto the bay, 

rroinwhenceatfirftlhecwaydher anchorage; 

Comineth z^ndronicus, bound with Lawrell bow > 

To i cfalute his Countnc with his teares, 

Tearesoi n ue ioy for hi s returnc to Rome, 

1 hou great deiender ot this Capitoll, 

Stand gratious to the rights that we entend, 
fee and twenty valiant fonnes, 

I-iailc of the number that kiiig had 

Rch.old thepoorc lemaines aliue and dead; 

T liei'e tlK tliiniiiie , let Romcrcwardwithloue: 

T helcthat 1 bring vnto their latcft home, 

VVithbu rail ainongll: their aunceftors. 

Here G«f/;ahaueguienmclcauetofhcathmyfwor , 

Titus vnkindcsar.d cavclcs of thincowne, 

V Vhv fufieril thou thy fonn ci vnburied ycr, 

'I o h'foe: on the drcadhtl! i licrc o t (lix, 

Make wav tolay them by their brethren. 

T hey open the Tombe, 

Tlicrcvreetc in filcnccasthe dead are wont, 

Andllcepe in peace,llaine inyour Countries warrcs, 

O facred Receptacle of my ioyes, 

Sweete Cell of vert ue aridNobilitie, ^ 

How many fonnes haft theu of mine in uorc, 

Tlut thou wilt ncucr render fornetnorc* 

Lucius. G iue vs the prowdelf prifooer of the • 

Tliat we may hew his limbs fed on a pilcj 
t^d manus fratrum, facrifice hi s flefli : 

Before tills earthy prifon of their boancs, 

Tliat fo thefliadowsbc not vnappcazdc. 






of T hns h n dronk tis, 

^'or «'C difturbdc with prodegics on earth* 

Titm, Igiuchim \-outheNoblcftthatfuruiuCS, 

The cldcft fonne of this diflrcll'cd Quccnc . 

Tamora. Stay Romaine brethren , gratioais Cor.quts 
ViftorionsTrt^/jruc the teares I flicd, 

A mothers teares in paffion for her fonne>»4^ 

A nd if thy fonnes were eucr dearc to thetj, 

Ohtliinkc myfonne to be as dcarcto mcc, 

Sufiiceth not tliat we arc brought to Rome 
I'o bcautific thy triumphs, and returnc 
Captiuc to thee,and to thy Romainc yoake: 

RutmuR my fonnes bcflaughtcrcd in thcHrCcts^ 

For valiarrt dooings in their Countricseaufc? 

O if tofight for king and common-weak, 

VVcrc pictic in thine, it it in thefc: 

^ndr 0 »ict*f,Ra\ne not thy tombe with blond, 

VVilc thou draw necre the nature of the Gods? 

Draw ncere them then in being merciful!, 

Sweete mcrcic is Nobilities true badge. 

Thrice N oblc 7V7«/,fparc my firft bornefonne, 

Titus, PatientyourfelfcMadani,and pardonme, 
Thcfe are their brcthrcn,whom your Cothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their bretlircn flame, 

Religioufly they askea facrifice: 

T o this yourfonneis markr.and dichemuft, 

T’appcafc their groning fiiadowes that arc gone, 

Lucs'hs. Away with hiin^and make a fire flraight;, 

And with our fwords vpon a pilcof wood. 

Lets hew his limbs till they bcelcanc confumde. 

Exst Tifttt ftnnts with Marhus* 
Tamora, O cruel! irrcligcoiis pietic. 

Chiron. Was ncucr Sy thia halfe fo barbarous. 
Dewetrius. Oppofc not Sy thia to imbitious Rome, 
Alatbus goes to reft and wefuruiue. 

To trem We vndcr Titus thrcatninglookc, 

B Then 








Tlve mod L amentable Tragedie 

then Madnm ftand refolud, but hope withall, 

The fclfe iaine Gods that arnidc the Quccuc of Ttoy ^ 
VV^ith opportunitieof fliarpe reuenge 
pon the Thracian Tyrant ill his Tent, 
J^laylauourT<f(Wtfr<*theQuieneof Go tlies, 

(V Vhen Got lies were Gothe$,and t<» mora was Quecne,) 
TO quit the bloodie wrongs vpon her foes. 

Eater the foanes of ytadroaiem again e , 

’Lucius. Sec Lord and father how we hauc pcrfornid 
Our Romane rig!its,v^/<<r^/// limbs arc lopt. 

And intralsfecdethe faci ififing fire, 

VVhofe fmoke like mcenfe doth perfume the skic, 
Jlcmaincthnouglit but to inrerre our brethren. 

And with lowd larums welcome them to Rome . 

Titus. Letit befo,and]et Androtticus^ 

Make this his lateflfarewdl to their foules. 

Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffin in the T omhe. 

In peace and honour reft you here my fonnes, 

Roomes rcadicft Champions, repofe you here in reft. 
Secure from worldly chaunces and niiftiaps ; 

Here lurks no treafon, here no enuie fwcls, 

Here grow no damned drugges,hcrcareno ftormcs, 

No ndyfe,but fi'.cnce and eternall fleepe, 

Jn oeacc and honour reft you here my fonnes, 
EnterLauiniA, 

In peace and honour, liuc LordT»>»r long, 
l^y Noble Lord and father liuc in fame; 

Loat thisTombe rny tributarietcares,-. , 

1 render fo r my brethrens obfeejaw*- 
A nd at thy fcctc I knccle,with tearcs of ioy 
Shed on this earth, for thyretnme to Rome, 

O blcfTcmc herewith thy vi£l 9 rioushand, 

VVhofe fortunc| Roomes beft Citizens app laud, 

Titus. Kinde Rome tba't haft thus lomng ly lefcrudc. 

The 




of Titus ^ndronicm* 

the Cordia’il of mineage to glad my hart, 
liiie,outliue thyfitliers daics. 

And fames eternall date for vertues praife, 

(Jitircus, Longline Lord T/ta/ my belouedbrother. 
Gracious triumpher in the ciesof Rome. 

Titus, ThanksgentlcTribune,NobIcbrothcr Marcus* 
Marcus, hnie welcome Nephews from fucccsfull wars 
You that furume, and you thatftecpcin fame: 

Pairc Lords,your fortunes arc alike in all, 
that in your Countries fcruicc drew your fwords* 

But fafer triumph is this funerall ponipe, 
that hath afpirde to Solons happines, 

And triumphs oucr ehaunce m hoiio nrs bed, 

Titus Andro nicusyb c people of Rom e, 

V Vhole friend in iurticc thou haft cucr bccne. 

Send thee By mectheu tribune and their truft. 

This Palliamcnt of white and fpoticshue, 

And name thee in eleffion for the Empire, 

VVith thefeour late dceeafed'Emperours fonnesa 
Be (fandidatus then and put it on. 

And hclpc to feta head on hcadles Rootne. 

Titus. A better head her gloiious bodiefits, 
than his that ftiakes for age and fceblenes; 

What fliould I don this Roabcand trouble you? 

Be chofcii with Proclamations to daie, 

TO morrow yeeld vp rule,rcfigne my life. 

And fee abroad new b.ufincs for yon all* 

Roomc I hauc bcene thy fouldier fbrtie ycarcs. 

And led my Countries ftrength fucccifullie. 

And buried one and twentie valiant fonnes 
Knighted in Field, flaine manfulliein Armes, 

In right and fcruice of their Noble Countric: 

Giue inca ftaffe of Honour for mine age. 

But nota feepter to controwle the world, 

Vpright he held it Lords that held k laft. 
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. The msil Lamentable Tragedie 

Mavc^^. T«.«f tlwu flialtobtaincScaskcthe taipcnc, 
&M»rni, Proo^ a:id ambitious Tribune canft thou tell, 
Tnxt. Patience Prince 5(rr»r«»«»/. 

S!ittHrmnMS, llomaincs doe me right. 

PatriciAHf dravT your Iwords and ihcath them nor. 

Till SAtnrttinm b e Romes E mp crour: 
t^tidronicHs wottldthou were fliiptto hell. 

Rather chan robbe meof the peoples harts, 

Lttcimt, Prowd S<f*rwt«e, interrupter ofthc good j 
That noble minded litHs mcancs to thee, 

Tittft, Content thee Prince, 1 will rePore to thee 
The peoples harts, and vvcanc them from thcmfelues,!^ 
Eaffignm. At-ironkHS 1 dop-notfrattcc thcc, 

But honour thee and will doo till I die; 

A1 y faction if thou ftrengthen with thy friendi 
Iwill moftchankcfull be,and thanks tpmen 
Qf NoblcEiindSjishonourablcmeedc, 

TJrwj, People of Romc,and peoples Tribuncthere, 

3 :ask« yourvo} ces and your fulfragcs, 

til yee bellow t hem friendly on Andreuiem, 

T o gratific the good AndronitMi, 

And gratulatchis lafe rcturnc to Rome, 

The people will accept whom he admits. 

TttMt, Tribtines I thankc you,and this futc I m^C, 

That youcrcatc our Emperours cldcftfonne, 

Ijord Sitturnine: w hofc vcrtucs will I hope, 

Rcflefl on Rome as Tytus Raies on earth, 
Andripcniulliccin this Common wealc: 

Thcnif you will eled by my aduife, 

Crownchim and (:iy,Lo»£liMevttr Emptroar. 

Marcus An, VVith voycesandapplaufeofcuery fot% /■'if 
•r/c/<iwand Pletcans^ssc create 
d %AiftrMinus Romes great Emperour, 

<1 fay Long ufSf our Fmpertttr Saturnine. 

SaSMr»tf/t, T tf>*/ Andromeus^ for t\-^’ fauoursdofiC, 



of TitUo Andronicu?*. 

To vs inourclcfliontliisday, 
j giue thee thankesiii partofthy deferts 
And will withdeeds requite thy gcntlcncs: 

And for an onfet Titus to aduance, 

Thy name and honourab! e familie, 
tauMa will I make my Eniprcllc, 

Romes Royall Midi 5', Miftris of my hart, 
Andinthcfacrcd Pathan her efpoulc; 

Tell me tAndronkus doth this motion pleafe thee. 

Titus t It doth my wortliie Lord, and hi this match j 
Iholdtnehighly Honoured of yourGracc, 

And hcreinfight of Rometo Saturmno, ■ 

Kin» and Commander of our common weale, 

The wide worlds Emperour, doc I confecratc 
Myfword.my Chariot, and my Prifoners, 

Prefents well worthy Romes imperious Lord: 
Rccehicthcm then, the tribute that lowe, 

Mhtc honours Enfignes hunibledat thyfecte. 

Saturnine. Thankes Noble T»r«r Father of my life, 
Howproude I am of thee and ofthy gifts 
Rome Hiall record, and when I doc forget 
The lead: of thefc vnl^cakeablc deferts, 

Romans forget your Fcaltic to me. 

Tkuf. Now Madam arc youprifonerto an Emperour. 
Tohim that for your honour and your date, 

VVill vlcyou Nobly , and your followers. 

Saturnine. A goodly Lady trudmeoFthe hue, 

Thatl wouldchoodt were Itochoofc anci't 
'Clcarc vp fairc Quecnc that cloudy countenance. 
Though change w war hath wrought this change ofchcai 
Thou comft not to be made a feorncin Rome. 

Princely Ihall b e thy v fage cucric waie 
Rdlonwy word,andlct notdtfcontcnt. 

Daunt all your hopes, Madam he comforts you, 

Can make yougreatcr than the Queenc 







T he moft Lamentable Tragcdie 

"LaHtnia you arenot difplcafcle with this^ 
hatiinia. Not I my Lord,fith tru e Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe vvordsin Princely curtefie. 

Saturnine, rhaiiks fweeteL<«»/ni4,Romans let vs got- 
Raunfomles here we fet our prilbnersfree, 

Proclaime our Honours Lords withTrumpe and Drum, 
^<<^»«/,Lord Tit«/ by your Icaue, this maid is mine. 
Tttut. How fir, arc you in carnefl: then my Lord? 
Bafeianuj. I Nob Ic ritus and refolude wiihallj 
TO doornyfelfe this reafonand this right. 

Marcus. Suum cuiquvt is our Romanciuflee, 

This Priiicein iuftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius, And that lie vMll,and fliall if Lwc/zr/liuc. 

Traitors auaunt, whcrcisthc Emperoursgardj 
Treafon my Lord,Lo«/»M isfurprizde* 

Saturnine. Surprizde,by whom? 

Bafeianus. By him that iaflly may, 

Bearc his betrothdefrom all the world away. 

Mutius, Brothers, hclpeto conuay her hence away. 
And with my Iword 1 lekeepe this doore fafe, 

Titus, Followmy Lord,andIlefoone bring her backed 
Mutius, My Lordyou pafle not here* 

Titus, What villaine boy, barft me my way in Rome? 
Mutius, HclpcL»cr»/,hclpe, 

Lucius, My Lord you are vniuR,and m ore than fo, 
Inwrongfull quarrcll you baucflaincyourfonne. 

Titus, Nor thou, nor he, arc any fonnes of min^ 

My fonnes would ncuerfo dilTionour me, 
Trairorrcftorc Lauinia tothc Emperour, 

Lstcius, Dcadif you will, but noc.to be his wife. 

That is anothers lawfull promift loae. 

Enter ahfs the Emperour reith Tamora andher twt 
fonnes and Aron the meore. 

Emperour, No T rr»/,no,thc Emperour necdcs her not, 
Ncr her,nor thpe,noranyof thy/fock«: 

He 



of Titus Andronicus. 

ilc tmfl by 1 cySi!!re,|}ini that mocks me once, 
riice iicucr,nor thy traiterous hawtic fonnes, 
Confcclcrupca all thus to diiTionour mce, 

V Vas none in Rome to make a ftalc 
But ^ntHYnind Full well Avdromeus 
Agtcc tilde deeds jwith that /prowdbragge of thine, 
xha t faidft I begd th e Empire at thy hands. 
litHs O mon{irous,whatrcprochfull vvordsarc thefe! 
Satftrfi, Butgoc thy waies.gocgiucthat changing pice q, 
TO himthat floriflit forlicrwich hisfwor-d: 

A valiant fonnein law thou (halt inioy, 

Oiicfittobandie with thy Jawleffe fonnes, 

TO ruffle in the Common-wealth of Romc^ 

TitfiSu Thefe wordsareraforstomy wounded hart. 
Sathr. And therfbre lonely T4W(^4Qucenc of Gothes^ 
That like the flat elic Thehe mongllher Nymphs, 

Doff oucrfhiiic th cgallanfl Dames of Rome, 

If thou bepleafdcwith this my fodaine choife, 

Behold I choofc thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will createtheeEmpcrcdc of Rome. 
SpcakcQ^ccncof Gothes doft thou applaud my choife? 
Andhcrel fwcarebyallthe5^omane Gods, 

Sith Prieft and holy water are fo neere, 

And tapers burnt fo bright, and eucry thing 
In rcadincs for Hymeneus ftand, 

I will not refalute the ftreetsof Rome, 

Or dime my Pallacc, tillffom forth this placc^^ 

I lead cfpo wlde my Bride along with mec, 

Tamor.Ao And here in fightof hcauen to Rome 1 fweare. 
If ^atnrmne aduaunce theQuecnc of Gothes, 

Shcc will ahandmaidc be tobis dcfircs, 

A losing Niirfc, a Mother to his youth. 

Afccndfairc Quccne: PanthcanLords accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his louche Bride, 

Scarhy the Heauens for Prince Sauirnine^ V Vliofe 








The moft Lamentable Tragedie 

'V Vniofe vvirdomc luitli Iier Fortune conquered, 

There H alltvec confuirir.ate our ifoufall rites* 

Exemt 0/wtfi, 

Titus, I am not bid to wait vpon this bride. 

Thus when wert thou wont to waikcalon^ 
DiHionoured thus and challengcdotwrongs. 

Enter LMurcusunA Titus founts, 
Marcus. O Titus feet O fee w hat thoahad done 
I n a bad quarrell flaine a vertuous fonne* 

Titus. No foohlh Tribune, no: No tonne of mine, 
Northou, northefcjconiederatesin the deede, 

That hath diflionoured all our Familic, 

Vnworthy brother,and vimorthyfonnes. 

Luems. But let vs giuc l.im buri.ill a s becomes, 
Ciuc buiiaJi with our bretheren, 

Titus. T raitors away, he relts notin this toomber 
Thismonumentfiue I undreth y<arcshath flood, 
^^V^hich 1 hauefumptuounicreedified: 

I Icrc none but fouldicrs and Romes feruitors 




Kepolc in fame: None balelyllaiaeiii brattle^ 

Buriehim whereyou can hr comes not here. 

Marcus. My Lord this is impietie inyott. 

My Nephew Aiutius deedes doo plead for him, 

Hemufl be buried with his brethrai. 

Titus two founts fpeakts. 

And fliaD or him wee will accompanre . 

Titus. Andfliall. what villainc was it fpakc that word? 
Titus fount fpeaket , 

He that would vouch itio any place but here* ’ 

Titus, What would you bune him in my defpight ? 
i^Marcus, No Noble T/Vx/, but intrcat of thee* 
Topardon^«ffr«/andtoburyhim, 

Titus, Marcus : Euen thouhaflftroke vponmyCreft, 
And with thefc boy es mine honour thou haft vvounded. 
My foes I doc repute you cucric one. 
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of Titus Androniens 

$0 trouble me nb more,but get you gone, 
j.Sonnt, Heis not with himfelfe,let vs withdraw. 
Sonne, Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

T he hr ether and the fenues kneele. 

Marcus. Brother, for in that name doth nature pleade, 
3, fonne. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeakc. 
Titus. Speake thou no more, if all the reft will fpeede* 
Marcus. Renowmedr/r«/,more thanhalfc my foule. 
Lucius, Dearcfathcr,foulcandfiibftanceof vsall, 
Marcus Suffer thy brother cMarcus to interre. 

His Noble Nephew here in vertues neft. 

That died in honour and caufc. 

Thou artaRonianc,be not barbarous; 

The Greeks vpon aduife didburic^(*ar 
that flew himlHfe rand wik Laertes fonac^ 

Did gratiouflie plead for his Funeralls: 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy. 

Be bard his entrance here* 

Titus. Rife Marcus, rik, 

Thedifmalft day is this that eiel faw. 

To be difhonoured by my fonnes in Rome; 

Well buriehira,and burieme thenext, 

they putfsiminthetomhe. (friends, 

Lucius. Thercliethy bones fwectc Mutius with thy 
T ill wee with Trophecs doo adorne thy tombe: 
they all kneele and fay^ 

No man fhed tcarcs for Noble Mutius^ 

He Hues infainc,that didein vertues caufe. 

Exit a d hut Marcus and Titus, 
LMarcus, Aly Lord to fl ep out of tliele dririe dumps. 
How comes it that the fubtilc Queene of Rothes, 

Is of afodainc thus aduaunc’d in Rome* 

Titus. I know? not M«rrc«/,bufl know it is. 

(V Vhether by deuife or no, the heaiiens can tell,.) 

Is flicc net then beholding to the man, 

C That 
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T hemcil Lamentable 7raoecIie 

That brcUijiit heifbr this good tunic fo hai re. 

Enter the Emfirour^Tamora^C Enter at the othr doore 
andhertm fonnes , vfiihtheK^Bafcianus and LdutHta 
Moore At one doore, ^Iwtth others, ^ 

SaturniHe. So Bafdanttt. you haucpJnidyourprize, 
Godgiueyouioy fir of yourgallant Bride, * 

Bafcianus. A nd youof yours my Lord,I fay no more 
Nor wilh no lefle,and fo I take my leaue, * 

Saturnine. rraiCor.if Rome hauclaw.or v\€liaucpowcr 
rhoirand rhy faflion Hiall repent this Rape, * 

Bajfianus, Rape call youit my Lord to ceazcniyownc 
JVly true bctrothedloue, and now my wife; * 

But letthclawesof Rome determine all, 
jV'leane whileam I pofieftof thatis mine. 

Saturnine, risgood fir, you are vcriefliort with vs. 

But if wcliue,weclebeas fiiarpe with you, 

Bafeianus, My Lord wliat I haue done as belt I may, 
Anfwerc I mufl,and fiiall doo with my life, * 

Ouely thus much Igiueyour Grace to know. 

By all the duetics that I owe to Rome, 

This Noble GentlemanLordT'/r/// here, 

T s in opinion andin lionour wrongd. 

That in tliercfcueof Lauin/a, 

V Vith hisownehand did flay his youiigcftfonne, 
Jnzealetoyou,and highly moudeto wrath, 

TO be controwld in thathe frankelieg.aue» 

Rcceaue him then to kuour Saturnine, 

Tliat hath exprefl himfelfc mall his deeds, 

A ftthcrandafijendtotheeand Rome. 

Titus, Prince Bafeianus leaue to pi cade my deeds, 

Tis thou,and thofe,that haue diflionourcd me, 

Rome and therighteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue loude .and honoured Saturnine, i 

tamerA^ 





of Titus Andronicus. 

tamora. My worthy Lord, if eucrramora, 
VVcicgratiousinchofc Princelicciesof thine, 
theniiearc mefpeake indifferently for all: 

Andaf my fute (Aveete) pardon what is part. 

Saturnine, V Vhat Madam be diflionourcd openly. 
And balclic put it vp without rcuenge, 

■xamora. Not fo ray Lord, the Gods of Rome forfend, 

1 fiiould be Aulliourtodiflionouryou, 

Buton mine honour darel vndertake. 

For good Lord Tttus innocence in all, 

VVholc fuiie notdiflTemblcdrpcakes his griefes; 

Then at my fute lookc gratiouflicon him, 

Loofe not fo noble a friend on valne f uppofe. 

Nor with fowre looks affliift liisgcntleliart. 

My Lord : Be ruldc by me, be woiinc at lalf, 

Diffcmblc all your griefes and difeontents. 

You are butnewlie planted in yourrhrone, 

Leaft then the people, and Patricians too, 

Vpon a iuft finuay take Titus part. 

And fo fupplant you for ingratitude. 

Which Rome reputes to be ahainous finne. 

Y eeld at intreats ; and then letme alone. 

He find a day tomafTacrerhcmall, 

And race their faftion and their familie, 

Tlie crucll fatlicr.andhis traiterous fonne s, 

TO whom Ifuedfor my dearc fonnes life ♦ 

And make them know what tis toletaQuccne, 

Knecic in .ihe ftreets and b egge for grace in vainc . 
Come,coinc fweete Emperour, (come tAndronicur) 

Take vp this good old man, and chearc the hart. 

That dies in tempefr of thy angric frowne. 

Saturnine, R ifo Titus rife,my Emprcffc hath preuaild, 
Titus. I thankeyour Maieftie,andhermyLoro, 
thefe words, thefc looks,infufc new life in me, 

Toutera, Titus I am incorporate in Rome, 
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A Roman now adopted happilic, ^ 

And muft aduife the Emperour for his good, 

*j ' his day all quarrels die iAndrenicus. 

Andlet itbeminc honour good mvLord, 

That I hauc reconciled your friends and you. 

For you Prince Bajfumus 1 hauc part 
My word and proinife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more mildcand traftable, 

A nd fearenot Lords,and you LaumU, 

By my aduife all liumbledon your knees. 

You fhall aske psrdonof his Maiellie, 

VYcedoo,andvpwe toHcaucn andtohisHighnes, 

That what wee didjWas mi’d ie as we might, 

Tcndring our fillers honour and ourowne. 

h'l*rcus. That onmine honour here doo I proteft. 
SMurKiMe. Away, and talke not,trouble vs nomore, 
7rftt;«ir<».Nay,nayf.vcctEmpc or,we mull: all befriends. 
The Tribuncand his Nephews kneele for grace, 

3 will not be deni edjfwcete harrlooke backe. 

Saturnwct Marcus/orthy fake,and thy brothers here,. 
Andat my louejic Tamoroi intreats, 

J doo remit thefe young mens hainous faults. 

Stand though you left: me likeaClmrle, 

I fou nd a fiicnd,and fure as death I fwore, T 

J would notpartaBatchi’erfromthePrieft. ’ 

Comcif the Einperours Courr can feaft two Brides, 

You aremyguc/l and your friends: 

This daie fliall bea louc-d.iicT4«w*riS. 

Titus t To morrow and it pleafe your Maieftie, . 

T o hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 

With home and hound, wccle giuc your grace bon iouiv 
Sdtumiae, Be it fo Tstus and gramercie too* Exeunt, 
found trumpets , manet Moore. 
eAron, Now climcth T<»)»tfr4 Olympustoppe, 

Safe OUT of fortunes fhot,and .fits aloft,. 

Secure 



of T ituo Andronicus* 

Secure of thunders crackc.or lightning flafh, 

/^duaunc’d abouc pale enuiesthreatmngreach, 
when the golden fuunc faltitcs the niorne. 

And hauinggiit the Ocean with his beanies. 

Gallops the Zodiackein hisgliftering Coacli, 

And ouer-looks the highcll piering hills* 

SoTamora. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour w ait, 

And vertue (loops and trembles at herlrowne, 

Tlicn >^ro»armc thy hart,and fir thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Aliftris, 

And mount hcrpitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Haflprifonerheld/ettred in amourouschaines, 
Andfafler bound to Arons charming eies. 

Than is Prometheus tide to (fnucafus. 

Away with flauifh wecdcs and feruilc thoughts, 

I will be bright and fhinc in pcarleand golde, 

TO wait vpon this new made EmperefTe* 

TO wait faid i?to wanton wiihthisQpecnc, 
ThisGoddeire,this Semerimis,this Nymph, 

This Syren that will charme Romes 

And fee his fhipwrackc,and his Common-weales. 

HolIo,wliat florme is this? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius brstuing, 

(edge, 

Demetrius. Chiron thy year es wants wit, thy wits wanti 
A*nd manners to intrude where I am grac’d. 

And may for ought thou know-eft affefted bee, 

Chiron. Dfiwrtr/»/,thoudoflouerweeneinaIl, 

And fo in this,to beare me downc with braues. 

Til not the difference of a yeare or two 
Makes melefTegtariouSjOr thee more fortunate: 
lam as able and asfir as thou, 

Toferu e,and to deferue my Mifttis grace. 

And that my fword vpon thee fliall approue, 
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Andpleadmy paflionstorL^WH/^wlouc* (peace. 

Moore. Clubs, Clubs ,tlie(e loners will not kcepc the 
T)emetri»s. Why boy.altliough our niotIicr(vnadui2d) 

Gaueyoua daunfingRapier by youi fide, 

Arcyou To defperategrowne to threat yourfriends: 

Goe too : haue your lath glued within your flicathj, 

Till you know better how to handle it* 

Chtron, Mcanc while fir,with the littleskill I hauc. 
Full wclinialtthou peiceiuehow much I dare, 

Demetrms, Iboy,growyccfobraue? they draw, 
^oere. VVhy how now Lords? 
bo necre the Emperours Pallace dare y ee drawc, 

And maintaincfuch a quarrcll opcnlie? 

Full well I wote the ground of all this grudge, 

I would not for a million of gold. 

The caufc were knowneto them it raoftconcernes. 

Nor would your Noble Mother formuch more, 

Be fo dillionourcdin the Court of Rome. 

Forfiiameputvp. 

^emetrutSt Not I till I ha uc Incathd, 

Mv Rapier in his bofome, and withall 

rbruft thofe reproclifull fpecches downc his throat, 

Thathehathbreathdinmydifhonourhcre, 

Chiron. For that I am prepard, and full refolude, 
Fowle fpoken Coward, that thundreft with thy tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing darft performc. 

Away I fay. , , ^ . 

No w by the Gods that warlike Gotbet adore, 

This pettic brabble will vndoo vs all: 

Why Lordsj andthinke you not how dangerous 

I I is to let vpon a Princes right? 

VViiat is Laninia then become foloofc. 

Or :S<«/»»«rfo degenerate. 

That for her louefuch quairelsmay be brocht, 

V^uhout conttoulcment,iulbce,orreuenge. 



of Titus AnJronicu?, 

Young Lords beware, and fiiouldthcEmprcficknow, 
Xliis difcordsground.rhc muficke would not plcafe* 
^iron. I care not I, knew fii ec'and a il the world, 

J louc laninia more than nil the world, (choife, 

jPfwetr/W.f.Yongling Icarncthou to make fome meaner 
l_aninea is tliine cider brothers hope, 

Moore. V Vhy are ye imd? orknow yec not in Rome, 
Uow fiin'ousandimpaticnt they bee, 

And cannot brookc conipcritors in loue? 

I tell you Lords, you doo butplotyour deaths. 

By this dcuife, 

Qoiron, A theufand deaths would Ipropofe, 

TO atcliiue her wiioin I loue. 

Aren. Toatchiucherkow? 

Demetrius. Why makes thouit foftrange? 

Shce is a woman,rherefore may b e wood e. 

Slice is a woman, rhereforemay be woonne. 

Slice IS L««/«/<*,thcreforc muft be loude. 

What man,niorc water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and eafie it is, 

Of a cut loafc to flealc a fhiueweknosv: 

Though Bafeianushz the Emperours brother, 

Better than he hauc wome Vulcans badge, 

Meere. IandasgoodasS<(/»r»i««/may, (court it, 

Demetrsus.Then whyfhouldhc difpaire that knows to 
With wordSjfaire looks, and liberalitie. 

V Vhat haft not thou full often flroke a Doe, ; 

And borne her cleanlie by the K eepers nofe? 

■* Moore. Why thcnitfeemesfomecertainefnatch, orfb 
Would ferue your tiirncs, 

Chiron. I fo the turne were ferucd, 

Demetrius, ^rewthouhafthitir, 

Moore. Would you had hitittoo, ■ 

Thtnfiiould not we be tilde with this adooj 
Why haxkc ye,harkc ye, and arc youfuefa fooles 
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Tofqoarefcr chis : wouldit oflfend/ou then 
That bothfhould fpeede* 

Chiron, Faith not me* 

~ *DemetriHs. Nor me fo I were one, 

^ron. For fliame be fi icnds.and bine for that you iarj 
Tis pollicic and ftratageme muft doo 
That you affeft,and fo muft you rcfolue. 

That what you cannot asyou would atchiue. 

You muft perforce accomplifli as you may : 

Take this of mee,L«cwe was not more ch.lft 
Than this Lamnia, BafeUnns loue, 

A fpeedicr courfe this lingring languiftimenc 
Muft we pur' lie, and I haue found the pa th: 

My Lords a folcmne hunting is.in hand, 

T here w ill the louclie Romanc Ladies troopits 

The forreft wa’ksare wide and fpatious, 

And many vnftecjueoted plots there are. 

Fitted by kinde tor rape and v illanic: 

Single you thidie rthen this daintie DoC, 

Andft'rikeher home by force,if not by wc*tSs, 

This waie or not at all.ftand you in hope. 

Come, come, our EmprelT'e with Iier facred wit 
To villanic and vengeance confecrate, 

V Vill wc acquaint withall what wc intend. 

And ftiee fliallfile our engines with aduife, 

Thatwillnot fufferyou tofquarcyourfclues, 

B ut to your withes hight aduaunceyou both, 
TheEmperours Courtis like the houleof fame. 

The Pallaccfull of tongues, of cies.and earcs: 

The woods are ruthles,dreadfull,deafe,and dull: 

There fpeake,and ftrikc braue boics.nnd take your turns, 
There ferue your 1 uft ftudowed from heauens cic, 

AndrencllmL4«;»i<«trcaruric, 

Chiron, Thy ctunfel! Lad I'mels of no covtrardize, 
Demetrins. Sitftnont »ef «,till 1 findc the ftreamej 
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of Titus A ndronicus^ 

fo cook this heate,a charnic to calmc thefe fits ' 

Per Stigia^fer manes ycher, ^ 

Extunt I 

Enter Titus Andronicus, ah A his three fontjes. 
making dnoife tpH hounds (fr hornet^ 

''P the Moonc is bright andgrav 

Thefieldsarcfragrant,and the woods are orccne 

Vncouplc here, and let vs make a bay, ° * 

And wake tlie Empcrour,aod liis Joudic Bride 
And towzc the Prince,and ring a Hunters peale, 

T hat all the Court may cccho with thenoife. 

Sonnes let it be your charge, as itis ours. 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefulJie: 

1 haucbccne troubled in my lleepethis nio-ht 
But dawning day new contort hath infpirSe, * 

«,rSa™ra,„„s Tamo.a,Barca„„s,La„i,ai,CWro" 

D em etrius, and theireyittendanu. * 

Tftus, Man)’ good morrowes toyour Maicftie. 

Madaiii to you as many, and as good * 

I promifed your Grace a Hunters peale. 

Saturnine, And youhaue rungithiftiliemy Lords 
Somewhat too earjic for new married Ladies. " 
Eafetams. howfayyou? Cmore 

Andto ourfpon ! Madam, now ffiallyaftc, 
warKomane hiinting. 

And r • L ‘ Panfticr in the Chafe, 

ri ! promontaric topp. 

And I hauehorfe ivill follow where the game 

^ Makes 
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M ktsway and nnnes ’ike fwallowcs orethcplauie, 
'Demftri ' f, Chiron v.. e k.uut net vve,witli hoifc nor hound 
But hope topluckc ad iatie Dos to ground* Extuut, 
Enter Aron alone. 

M.»ore. He that had wit, would thinkc that I Jwd none, 
TO buriefo much gold vnderatrcc, 

And ncuer after to inheritit. 

Let him that thinks of n.cfo abieftlie, 

K now that th is gold mud coinc a ttratageme. 

Which cunningliceffc£ied will beget, 

A verie excellent pcccc of villanie: 

And fo repofe fweetgold for their vnred, 

That hauc then almes out of the t mprefle Cheft. 

Ewterramora alone to the Moore. 

Tamora, My louche wherefore lookfl: thou fad , 

When eueric thing dorhmakea glceftiU bofts 
tIic birds chaunt melodic on cuencbulh, 

Thefnakes lies rolled in the chcarefull ftinne, 

Th c grccnc leaucs quiucr with the cooling windc, 

And makc achcckcrd ftiadow on the ground: 

Vnder their fwcet fludc,v4rfl» let vs fit. 

And whilft the babling eccho mocks the hounds. 
Replying ninllic to the well tun’d homes. 

As if a double hunt- were heard at once, ^ 

Let vs fit downeandmarkcthciryelloivingnoyfc; 

And after conflift fu ch as was fuppofdc 
The wandring Prince and Dide once inioyed, 

V Vhen with a hippie ftorrae they wercfurprifde, 
Andcurtaind witha counfailc-keepingCauc, 

We may each wreathedin the others armes, 

(Our paftimes done,) pofTcffe a golden flumbet. 
Whiles hounds and homes, and fwcete mcllodious oira 
Be vntoys as is a Nurcesfong ^ ; 

pf I^UabiCjto bring her Babe a fleepe* %AotrC 



of Titus Andronicus. 

f^\e»re. Maddam, though t/c»«rgoucrnc your defirea.,. 
dominatorouerroine: 
y Vhat lignifies my deadlie {landing eie, 
j4y filcflcc,ann my dowdie melancholic, 

My fleece ofwollic hairc that now vnciirlcs, 
puen as an Adder when fhcc doth vnro w Ic, 

TO doo fome fatall execution. 

l4o Maddam, thefc are no vencriall fignes. 

Vengeance is in my harr,dcatli in my hand , 

Blood and reuenge are hammering in my head, 

Harkc Tamora the EmprefiTe of my foule. 

Winch ncuer hopes more hcaticn than rells in llice^ 
rhisis thedaieof doomebt BaJJlanHSf 
His Philomel muft loofe her tongue to daie, 
rliy fonnes make pillage of her chaft title. 

And wafhthcir hands in blood, 

Seeft thou this letter? take it vp I pray thee, 

And giuc the king this fatall plotted fcrowle# 

Now qucftion me no more we arc efpied. 

Here comes aparcell of our hopeful Ibootic, 

V Vhich dreads notyct their hues dcftru£Uon. 

EttterBafciintis,and Lauinia. 

Tamora. Ah my fwcctc Mo«re,rwcetcr to me than life, 
\Aoore. No more great EmprcfTcj.Patyi'Mw*/ comes. 

Be crofiTe with him,and He goe fetch thy fbnncs 
TO backe thy quarrels what fo ere they bee, 

Bafeianus. who haue wehere? Romes RoyallEmprcflCj 
V nfinniflit of her well befeemingtroopc? 

Oris it 2 )m« habited like her. 

Who hath abandoned her holic grouesj 
To fee thc gencrall huntingin this Eorrell? 

Tamorat Sawciccontrowlerof mypriuatcflcps, 

Had I the powrc thatfomc fay Dian had. 

Thy temples lliould be planted prefemlie, 

D z V v^iib 
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V Vith homes as was Acleons , a nd the '.ounds. 

Should driue vpon thy new transtbrinvdhmbcs, 
Vninaimerly intruder as thouarc, 

Lauinea. V nder your patience gentle Emprefle, 

X is thought you haue a goodly gitt in hotni ng, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you. 

Are finglcd fortli to trie thy expcrmiens: 
loue fhecld your husband from his hounds to day, 

Tis pittie they fliould take him fora Stag* 

Bajfianus. BelceuerneQucene yourfwarticCymcrioii, 
Doth make your honour of his bodies hue, 

Spotted, detefted,andabhominable, 

V Vhy arc you fequeftred from all your traine, 
Difmounted from your fnow white goodly fteede. 

And wandred hither toanobfureplot. 

Accompanied but with a barbarous MoorCy 
Iffouledefirc had not conduced you? 

Lauima. And being intercepted in your fporr, 
Greatrealbn thatmy Noble Lordbc rated 
Forfaufines, I pray you let vs hence. 

And let her ioy hef Rauen cullourcd loue. 

This valiefitfs the purpofc pafling well. 

Ta(f. The King my brother fhall haue notice ofthis, 
l.amnia Rforthefellips hauemadehimnotcdlong, 
Good King tobe (b mightily abufed* 

Oufene] Why I haue patictice to indure all this* 

Enter Chtron and Demetrius. fMother, 
Demet. Hownowdearefoueraigne, and our gratious 

VVhy doth your highnes Icoke fo pale and wan? 

(^eene . Haue I notreafon thinkeyou to looke pale, 
Thefetwo haucticed mehitherto this place, 

A barren, deteftcdvalcyoufeeitis. 

The trees thoughfummer yet forlome and leanc, 

0 uercomc with molTe and balcfull mifl'elto* 
xiereneuer fhincs the funne, here nothing brec 



of Titusi^ncJi 

onicus. 

V nlelTe tiic mghtly O wlc or fatal ! Rauen: 

And wlicn they (lioivd me this abhorred pit, 

Xheytold mehereat dead timeofthcniolir, 

A thouHind feends, a thoufand Jiiifing fnakes, ' 

Ten thoufand fwdlingtoades,as manic vrehins, 
VVoulduicikefucIi ft arcful land confufed cries 

As any mortall body hearing it ’ 

Should ftrait fall mad,or els die fuddainely * 

No fooner had they told this hcllini tale, 

Bu ftrait they told me they would bindemchere, 

Vnto the body of a difmall Ewghc, 

And Icaue me to this miferable death, 

And then they calde me fouleaduIterelTe, 
f.auiciousGoth,andall the birtcrcfttearracsj 
That cucr eare did hcarctofuch cfFeft. 

And had you not by wondrousfbrtunc come. 

This vengeance on me had they executed: 

Reu enge it as you loue your Alothers life, 

Or be ) ec not hence forth raid my Children, 

‘Demetrius. T\nsh;x witnes that lam thy ion.fiab him. 
Chi And this for me ftruck home, to fhew my ftrength- 
Lauinia. IcomeSemerants, nay barbarous 
ror no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tamora. Gme me the poynard,you fhall know my boies, 
1 our Mothers hand fhall right > our Mothers wron^. 

Demetrius Stay Madame hcreismorc belongs toher, 
FirlrthralK the come, then alter b urne the ftraw: 

1 his minion flood vpon her chaftitie, 

Vpon her Nuptiall vow, her loyaltie,’ 

And With that painted hopc,braues your mightcncs 
Andlhall llie carrie this vnto hergraue* ^ 

Chiron. Andif/fiedoe,IwouldI wereanEucnufce 
Drag hence her husband tofomcfecrethole, ' 

And makehisdeadtrunke pillow toour luff* 

Tumora. But when yee haue the honie we defire 
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Let not this wafpc outline vs both to fling, 

Chiron. I warrantyou maddamc we will makethat fure‘. 
Come Miftris now pcrtorce we will enioy. 

That nice preferued honcflic of yours. 

Lauinia. Oh Tsmora, thou beareft a womans face. 
T4mor4. I willnotheareherfpeakeawaicwithher, 

Sweet Lords intreat her hcare me but a word, 
Demetrius. Liftcnfairc Maddame let it be .your glory 
To fee her teares , b ut b e y our hart to them j 
As vnrelenting Flint to drops of raine. (dam, 

IjtuiHU. When did the Tigers young ones teach the 
Oh doe not Icarnehcr wrath: flic taughtit thee. 

The Milke thou fuckft from her did turnc to Marble, 
Euenat thy teat thou hadfl thy tyrranie, 

Yet eucric Mother breeds not fonnes a like, 
t)oe thou intreat her flicw a womans pittic. (baftard; 

^iren. What wouldfl thou hauc me proue my fcllea 
hauinia, ris true the Rauen doth not hatch aLarkc, 

Y ethaue I hard. Oh could I finde it now, 

The Lion moued with pittie did indurc, 

TO hauc his Prin cel ie paw es paid call awayt 
So mefaythat Rauensfofterforiornc children, 
Thewhilft theirowne birds famifli intheirnefls: 

Oh be to me though thy hard hart lay no. 

Nothing fo kinde but fomcthingpittifull, 

ramfra. I know not what it meancs, away with her, 
\_ 4 uini 4 , lOh let me teach thee for my Fathers f*kc, 
Thatgauc thee life when well he might hauc llainc thee, 

Be not obdurate, open thy dcafe ycares. 

Tamora. Hadfl thou in perfon nerc offended nice, 

Eucn for his fake am I pittilclTe, 

Remember boyes I po wrd forth tcarcsin vaine, 

TO faue your broth et from the facrifice, 

But fearce ty^ndronicus would not relent, 

Therefore away withher, and vfe hcras you will> 



of T itiis Androntcu?. 

The wovfc to her the better lou’d of nice. 

Lauima, Ohramera becalld a Gentle Queene, 

And with thine owne hands ki II mein this place. 

For tis not life that 1 liaue begd fb long , 

Poore I was flaine when ‘Bafeianus didc, (go^J 

Tamara. VVhatbcgfl thou then fond woman let me 
l 4 utni 4 , Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more. 
That woman-hood denies my tong to tell. 

Oh keepe me from there worfe than killing luft. 

And tumble me into fomelothfomc pit, 

VVhcrciicuer mans eye may behold my bodic, 

Doc this and b c a charitable murderer. 

Tamara. Sofliouldlrob my fweet fonnes of their fee. 

No let them fatiffice their luft on thee. 

DrwetriW. Away for thou haft flaidc vs here too long. 
Lauinia. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaflly crcatuic. 
The blot and enemic to our gcncrall name, 

Confufionfoll , . (hulband, 

Chiron. Nay then 11c flop your mouth, bring thou her 

xhisis the hole where bid vs hide him. 

Tamara. Farew ellmy fons,fec that you make her fure, 
Nerclctroyhart knowmeiry chcarc iudeede, 

Till all the 'yindrOKiae be made away; 

Now will I hence to fecke my loucly Moore 
And let my fplcenfull fonnes this T mil deflourc. 

Enter tAron with two of Titus fanneS. 

Come oji my Lords the better foot before, 

S traight will I brin g you to the lothfome pit, 

WhercIcrpicdthePaniherfaftaflecpe, 

Onintus. My fightis vcric dull what cre it bodes. 
Mart. And mine I promifc you, were it not for fliame, 
Well could Ileaue our fport to , . . • 

Quintus. What Ml thou fallen what fubtill hole IS this, 
^hofe moutbis coucred with rude growing briery 
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The mofl Lamentable T ragcdie 

Vpon whoft Icaues are drops ofnc willed blood. 

As freili as morning dew diftild on flowers * 

^verie ftitallplaceit leemestomee, ^ 

Speake brother haft thouhurt thee with the fill? 

NYdrtius, Oh brother vvich the difmalft obiefthurt. 

That eucr eie with ftght made hart lament^ * 

No w will I fetch the King to finde them here 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, Exit^ 

How theie were chcy,that made away his brother. 

Why dofl: not comfort me and help meout 
From this vnhollow,and blood ftained hoi e^ 

Q^ntus^ I am fiirpriled with an vncouthfearc, 

A chilling (weat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fijfpe<fls more than mine eie can lee. 

Martitu^To proue thou baft a true diuininghart, 

^ron^ and thou lookedowne into this den, 

«/^nd fee a fearefiill fight of blood and death. 

Qj^»tHs,Aron is gone^arid my compaffionate hart, 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife: 

Oh tell me who it is, for nere till now, 

Was la child to feaic I know not what. 

Mdrtius^ Lor A Bajfianas lies i>ereaudiu-blood, 

All ona heapelike coaflaughteredLambe, ■ ^ 

Jn this detefteddarke blood drinking pit. 

Qmfitus. Ifit be darkehow doft thou know tis hce# 

Aiartius^ Vpon his bloody finger he dochweare 
A pretious ring, that lightens all this hole: 

VVhich like a taper in (omc monument, 

Dothfhinc vpon the dead mans earthy chcekes. 

And iTiewes the ragged latralsofthis pit: 

So pale did ihine the Moone on Pnanauf , 

When he by night lay bathd in Maiden blood, 

O Brother help me witli thy fainting hand, 

4 f feart hath mad e thee faint as me it hath, 



I ofTitus Androniois. 

I Out of this fell dcu curing receptacle, 

js hatefull as OcttHsmillie mouth. 

Qf^nt. Reachmethyliand, thatl mayhelpethccour. 

Or wanting flrcngtlt to doc thee fo much good, 

1 may be plucktinto the 1 wallowing woinbc. 

Of this deepe pit, poore 'BaJftaKus^riut'. 
Iliaucnoftrengthtopluckcthee to tlicbrinck, 

Jl/fartitis, Nor I no flrength to clime without thy help* 
Qj 4 tut. T*hy hand once more, I will notloofe againc. 
Till thou art here a loft or 1 belowct 
Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee. 

Enter tht Emperour and ^r«n^ 

Xhe MoerCt 

Saturninusi Alongwith me,Ilefccwhat hole is here* 
Andwhatheis that now is leapt into it. 

Say who art thou that lately didfl defeend. 

Into this gaping hollow of the earth. 

\JMarttus. Theriihappie formes of old %/fnirtnicus^ 
Brought hither inatnolf vnluckie hourc, 

Tofiude thy brother dead. 

Satarninut. My brother dead, 1 know thou doft but 
Heandhis Ladle both are at the lodge, 

Vpon the north fide of tlds plealant chafe, 

Tis not an houre fince I left them therCi 
Mart. V Veknow not where you left them all a liue. 
But out alas,here haue we found him dead. 

Ent er Tamora^Andrinicut/tud hftcitet, 

T amorat VVhereisray Lord the King? 

Here TWtwerrf, though griudewith killing griefe* 
Tamora, V Vherc is thy brother Ba^anns} 

Now tothc bottomc doft thoufearchniy wound, 
E Poore 
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Poore here lies murthered, 

Tamora. Then all too late I biing this fatall writ,' 

T he complot of this timclcfl's T ragedie. 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold , 

1:1 plealing IVniles fuch morderoiis tyiranie* 

She giuethSaturnme alettefi 

Saturuimts reads the letter, 

• 

tyfniifvfiee mijfe to weete him hufidfomelie^ 

Sweet hurjtfrta»^B:\fCmnus tis tve mea^e. 

Doe thou fo much as dig thegrauefor him, 

^IhoH k^oW/fi our mea»mg looke for thy reward^ 
^moiigthe Nettle sat the Elder tree, 
jyhich ouer fhades themouth of that fame pit, 

Where we decreedtoburie Bnffianus, 

Doe this andpurebaje vs th^ lafl 'tng friends. 

King^ Oh Tamora was cuer heard the like^ 

This lsthepit,^ndthis the Elder tree, 

Looke Sirs if you canfi'^de chehuntfmaii out. 

That lliouldhauc vewMthQX^ATajftams here^ 
uirsn. My gratious Lord herds the bag ofgold* 
King^ Twoofthy whelps, fell cursofbloodykindc, 

Hauehere bereft iiiy brother cfhislife; 

Sirs drag them from the pit vntotheprifon^ 

T here let them bide Viuillwe haue deuifd, 

Some neuerhardoftortcringpainefbr themf 
Tam, VVhat are they in this pit, Oh wondrous thing! 
How cafily murder is difeouered. 

T itus^ High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boonc, with teares not lightly flied^ 

That th is fell fault ofmy accurfed fonnes, 

Acciirfcd , ifthe faults be proud in them. 

Ifit be proude^you fee it is app Arant, 



of T itus Androniciis, 

\Vho found this lettcr,T<t*w<»r^wasityou? 

'I'affsera. dre»sct/s bimCclfc did take it vp, 

Titfts, I did my Lord, yet let me be their bade, 
par by my Fathers reuerent toombe I vowe, 

■j hey fliall be ready at your highnes will , 

'fo anfvvcrc their fufpiticn with their hues. 

Thou Hialtnotbailc thcm.fccthoufollowme* 

I Some bring the m urthered body, fome the murthcrers. 
Let them notfpeakeavvord tlicguiltis plaine, 

For by my roule,were there worfe end than death, 
i hat end vpon them fliould be executed , 
tamora, ex/»r/ra»»c»jIwillintrcattheKing, 
pcarenot thy fonnes,they fhall doe well enough . 
film. Come L»ci«rconie, flay not to talke with them* 

Enter theEmfreJfe fonnei with Lsmniz, her handes 
cut off, and her tongue cut out,^ rauijht, 

I 

Deme, So now gatell andifthy tongue can (pcake. 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauirhtthce. 

Chi, W ri t c downc thy mindc bewray thy mcaningfo^ 
^r.d if thy ftumpes will let thee play the feribe* 

“Deme, See how with figne s and tokens flic can fcrowlc* 
Chi, Goe home, call tor fweet water walli thy hands. 
'Dewet. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafli* 
Andio lets leaue hertoher filcnt walkes. 

Chi. Andtweremy caufc.Ifhould goe hang myfelfc. 
Dwet, If thou hadft hands to hdpe thee kuit the cordc* 

Exfmt, 

Enter Adarcus from hunting, 

Who is this,my Neece that flics awayfofafl, 

Cofen a vvord, where is your huf b and t 

If I doe drcaine wouldall my wealth would wake me# 

- ia — I 
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JHdoe wakcfoiiie Plannct flrike me downc, 

Thatl mayflutnberan cternallflecpe. 

Speake geiitlc N ecce,'wliat acme Tngcntle hands. 

Hath and hewde^ and made thy body barc^ 

Of her two branches choicfwect Ornaments, 

V Vhofc cyrclino fhadowes, Kings hauc fought to flccj^c 
^ad might not gainc fo great a happines 
Ashalfe thyloue: Why doftiiotfpcakc tomej 

Alas acrimfon Riucrofwarme blood, 

Like toa bublingFountaine ftirdo with windc^ 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofedlips, 
mining and going with tiiy hontc breath* 
ButfureiomeT'erw hath defiowredthee. 

And left thouftiouldft deteft them cutthytongue. 

Ah now thou turnfta wuie thy face for fliame, 

And notw’ithftandingall this lofTeofblood, 

Asfrom a Conduitwith their ifTuingfpoUts, 

Yet doe thydicekcslookcrcd as face, 

ii;ull!ingtobe encountredwitha Clowde* 

Shall I Ipeakc lor tliec,fliall I fay tis f®. 

Qh that 1 knew thy hart.and knew the beaft. 

That I mightraile at him to eafe my minde* 
fiorrow concealed like an Ouenftoppt,^ 

Doth burne the hart to cinders where it is. 

Fairc Philomk, ^’hy Hie but loft her tongue, 

And in a tedious famplerfo wed her inmdc. 

But louely Ncece.t hat meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier Tereus,Co{cn haff thou met, 
Andhehatheutthofe prettiefingersofF, 

That could Itaue better fowed iXnnThtlomtL 
Oh had the raonfter fccne thofc LiUic hands. 

Tremble like afpenleaucs vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kifTc them, 

He would not then hauc tucht themforhis Ure. 

Or bad he heard the he^a ucnly H^monic, yYUjgi, 



of Titus Andronicus. 

VVhiclitbs'ltfwcctc tongue hath made, 

PIc would hauc dropt his knifeandfell afleepe, 

A s Cerherus at the Thracian Poets fccte^ 

Come let v5goe,and make thy fat her blind, 

For fucha fight vvi'J bliada fathers eie® 

One lioures (forme will drovvne thcfragrantnieades, 
V Vhat (vlil wholcmontls of teares thy fathers cies? 
Poc not dravve bncke,for we will mournc with tlicc, 
Oh could our mourning cafe thy miferie^ 



Enter the ludgesand Senatours with Titus fames 
hftndypAjJingon the Stage tothe pUceef execHtion^and^X- 
ius going before pleading. 

litHs. Hcarc megraue Fathers, Noble Tribunes flay^ 
For pi trie of mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
111 dangerous warres,whi!ff you fccurclic dept. 

For alJ my blood in Roomes great quarrel 1 ihcd, 
ForalJthcfroffic nights that J haue watchf, 

Andforthefe bitter tea res which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinclcs in my cheeks, 

Be pittifull to my condemned Tonnes, 

VVhofcfoulcs is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For twoandtwcntiefonnes I neucr wept, 

Bccaufe they died in honours lofriebcd, 

Andronicus lieth downe , and the jsidgespafe by him^ 

For thcfcjTribunc?^ in the duff I write 

•My harts deepc languor, and my foulcs fad teares: 

Bet my teares flaunch the earths dne appetite. 

My formes ffcvcctc blood will make it jfhanic and bluflit 
O earth 1 will befriend thee more with rainc. 

That ihalldiflill from thefetwo auntientruincs, 

Than youthfiilj A Ptill fliall with all hi« fhowres^ 
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Jn fummeis ciroughtjle drop vpon thee ftill, 

Jn wilder with warinc tcaies Demcitclic fnow. 

And keepe ctevnall (piingtime outhy face. 

So thou rcfufe to drinkc my dcare foiincs blood. 

£»/#>• Lucius with his weapon tirawne. 

Oh rcuerent Tril>mes,Qh gentle aged men 
Vnbinde my fonncs,reueri‘cthedooracof dcatb, 

And let me fay, (thatneuerwept before) 

My teares are now preuailing Oratoiir s. 

Lucius. Oh Noble Fatheryou lamentinvainc, 
TheTrihunes heare you not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowos to a Hone. 

Titus. A h Lucius yfor thy brothers let me plead, 
®raucTn^»»e.f,once more I intreat of you* 

Lucius, My gratious Lord,no T t ibutte hcares you fpeak. 
'\itus, V V hy tis no matter man, if they did heare 
They would not marke me, if they did marke. 

They would not pitticme, yet pkade Imulf, 
Andbootlefl'e vnto them* 

Therefore I tell my forrowes to the ftones, 
who though they cannot anlwerc my dirtrclTe, 
Yetinfonicfort they arc better than the irthmes, 

Forthat they will notmtcrcept my tale: 
when I doe wcepe,they humblie at my feete 
Receiuc my teares,and I’eeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weeds, 

Rome could afford no like to thefc: 

A fione is fofi as waxe,T«^«»cr naorehard than ftones: 

A ftone IS filent,and olfendeth not, 

An^rribunes with their tongues doomemen to death. 
But wherefore ftandlf thou with thy weapon drawnc J 
]_uaus TO refciie my two brothers from their death^ 
For vviiich attempt the Judges nauepronouneft,. 

My euerlafting doonie of banifhment. 

Titus „ Ohappieman,theyhaue befriended th«c: 

' wnY 



of Titus Anefrorticus. 

wliv Lneipis^ doft thou not perceiue 
tImc Rpnieisbiitawdderiics of lygcrs? 
xvgers muif pray^aiul Koiuc nfFords iTopray 
mine, how hnppie art thou then, 

Frciii chcJc; dciiourcrs to be banilhcd. 

i>ut vvl^o comes with our hrothtx Mt^rcr4s here? 

Ep:icr Mai cus wish Lauinia, 

M^rcuu TitPis^ prepare thy aged eics to weepe^ 
Orit not fojthy Noble hurt to breaker ' 

I bring coiifuming ibrro vv to thine age, 

'YitPis, will it confume mcc?Let mefec it then* 
MarcHs^ This was thy Daughter* 

Titus ^ why Marcus lb fhec is . 

Luaus, Ay inec,ihisObieftkiIsiTiec* 

Tifpis, Faint -halted- boy ^arife and lookc vpon her, 
Laup»ea^vj\m accurfed hand, 

Hathmadethee handles in thy fathers fight? 
what fool e hath added water to the fea? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy? 

My griefe was at the heighi before thou camft, 
Andnowlike Nj'/us it difdaincth bounds. 
Giucmcafwordlle choppe off my hands too. 

For they hauc fought for Rome^ and all in vaine; 

And they hauc nurfi this woe, in feeding life: 

In bootlelfepraier hauc they beenc held vp, 

And they haucfemdeinc to cffeifUcs vfe^ 

Now all the feruice I require of them. 

Is chat the one will help c|toeut the other* 

Tis well “Lauinia that thou haft no hands^ 

For hands to doe Rome foruice is but vaine^r 
Imcphs, S^cakc gentle fifter,who hath martred thcCo 
Marcus, Oh that delightfull engine of her thoughts^ 
^hat thegi with fuch plcafing eloquence. 
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Istornc froin forth that prcttie hollow cage, 

V Vacrc like a Iwcetc niellodious bird it fung, 

Sweete variednotesinchauiumg cuerie caic, 

\_HciHs, Ohfay thou for lier.who hath done this deed; 
yiarctis. O h thus I found her Aray ingin tire Parke, 
Seeking to hide her felfe,as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Titus t It was my Deare,andhc that wounded her. 

Hath hurt me more than had he kild me dead: 

For now I ftandasone vpona rockc, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of fca. 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow wane bywauc, 

Expefting euer whenfome cimiotis furgf, 

VViU in hisbrinifli bowels Iwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes arc gone. 

Here ftands my other fonne a banifht man. 

And here my brother wee ping at my woes: 
Buttbatwhichgiuesmy foule thegreatelllpurnc 
Is dearc Lautuia, dearet than myfoulc. 

Had I but fccnc thy pidur e. in thisplight, 

It would haue madded me : what fhall Idoo, 

Now I behold thy liuclie bodie foJ 

Thou hall no hands to wipe away thy tcarcs, ^ 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martred thee: 

Thy husband he is dead,and for his death ^ 

Thy brothers are condcmnde.and dead by this. 

Looke Marcus, Ah fonne Lucius lookcon her. 

When I did name her brothers,! hen fix Hi tearcs 
Stood on her checks, as doth the home dew, j 

Vpoiagathred Lillie almoll withered. .Avkildhct 

cMarcus. Perchance fhec weepcs becaufc r y 
Perchance ,bccaufclTiee knowes themmnocen . 

Titus, If they did kill thy husband thenbcio>fuU, 

Becaufc the Law hathtarie reuenge on them. 

No, no, they would not doo lo fowlc a deede, 



of Titus Andronicus 

VVhncstheforrowthat their fiftermakes. 

Gentle Lauinta^ let me kilic thy lips. 

Or make fome figne how I may doe thee cafe: 

^hall thy good Vncle,and thy brother 
And tho u, and I,lit roun d about fome Fo u n t a i nc. 

Looking all do wnc wards to behold our c h eckes^ 

How they are ftaindlikemcadowci yet not dric, 

VVith micrieflimelcftonthcmbyaflood; * 

^nd in the fountaine lhall wee gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh taft betaken from that clearenes. 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares? 

Or lhall we cut away our hands like thinej 
Or (hall we bite our tongues? and in dumbe lhow«s 
pafle the remainder of our hatefull daics? 

V Vhat fliall we doc? Let vs th a t halic our tongues. 

Plot fome dcuife of further tniferie. 

To make vs wonderd at in time to come . 

Lucius, S weete father ceafeyour tearcs, for at your grief' 
See how my wretched Hfier lobs and weepes. 

U<*rcus,P aticnce dcare niece, good Titus dry thine ties,’ 
T itus, aH Marcus , Marcus, Brother well I woce. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a tcare of mine, 
Forthoupooreman, haft drownd it with thine owne« 
Lucius, Ah my Lauiuia,! will wipe thy chcckes, 

Titus, MaxLtMareus, raarkc,! vnderftand her fignes^ 
Hadfhec a tonguctoipcakc,nowwouldfliec fay 
T hat to her Brother, which I faid to thee. 

His napking with her true tearcs all bewet, 

Can doe no feruiceon her forrowfull chcckct^ 

Oh what a fimpathie of woe is this/ 

Asfarrefrom helpc, as Lymboisfromblille. 

Enter Arontbe Meere alones 
Mcorc, Titus tAudrenicus, My lord the Emperolir, 
Sends thee this word,thatif thou louc thy fonnes, 
let luctus, or thy fclfc oldc Titus, 
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Or any one of you, chop olfvour lund 
And fend it totlie Kiiigjhe for the fame, 
v\ ill fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliuc. 

And that fliall be thcraunfom i for their fault. 

ritftt, Ohgratious Empciour,Oh gentle tyirov, 
Dideuer Rauen ling folike a Larke, 

Thatoiuesfwecte tidings of theSunnes vpiifc? 

With all my hart, lie fend t.he Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou heipe to chop it off? 

Lucinf* Stay fathcr,for that Noble hand of thine, 

Tliat hath throwiic downc fo many enemies, 

S hall not be fent: aiy hand will ferue the turne, 

My youth can better fpare my blond than you, 

And therefore mine flrall faue my brothers lines, 
Marefiuwhkh ofyour hands hathnot defended Rome, , 
And reard aloft the bloiidie Battleaxe, 
wri<»^hting deftruftion on the enemies Caflle? 

Oh none of both, but arc of high defert: 

My hand hath becnc but id le,let it ferue 

TO raunfomc my two Nephews from their death. 

Then haue I kept it to^a worthic endc. 

Moort, Nay come agree whole hand fhall goe along. 

For feare they die before their pardon come, 

MarCHj. Myhandlliallgoe, 

L»c/«x, Byheaucnitlhallnotgoc. 

Titm, Sirs ftriue no more, fuch withred hearbs as uicle 
Arcmcctc for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 

Lticfus. Swectc father, if Ilhall be thought thyfonne, 
Let me redeeme my brothers both from death, 

M^cus, Andforourfathcrsfakc,andmothcK care, 

Now let me flrow a brothers lone to thee, 

Titus, Agrccbetwccncyou,! will fpare my hand, 
\.ucim. Then lie goc fetch an Axe. 

Martus. But I v\ill vfe the Axe. 

Comcbithcrvir»//,Uedccciuet^^^ 



ofTitus Andromeus. 

Lend me tliy hand, and I will giuethce mine. 

Moore, 1 fthat be caldc deceit, I will behoneff, 
Audncuerwhilft I liucdeceiuemcnfo: 

But lie deceiuc you in another fort, 

And that youle lay crchalfc an hourepaffe/ 

i/(f cuts off" Titus hand. 

Enter Lucius Marcus 

Titus. Now ftayyourffrifc,whatlhallbc,isdifpatchff 
Good -.^rowgiuchis Maieflicinyhand, 

Tellhim itwasahand that warded hiai 
From thoufand dangers,bid him buric if, 

More bath it racritcd,that let ithauc: 

As formy fonnes,fay J accountof them^ 
Asicwelspurchafdeat an call c price, 
Andyctdcaretoo,bccaufe J bought mine owne^ 

Aron, I goe Andrenkus yan & for thy hand, 

Lookc by and b)' to haue thy fonnes with thee. 

Their heads I mcane : Ohhow ihisvillanie, 

Doth fet me with the verie thoughts of it. 

Let fool es doc good, and fairc men call for grace, 

AronvnW haue his fouleblackc like hisface. Exify 
Titus. Oh here I lift t his one hand vp toheaucn, 

And bow this feeble ruinc to the earth, 

/f any power pitties wretched tcares* 

Tothatl callt what wouldft thou knccic with mce? 

Doe then d c a re bar t, for heauen ill al 1 hear e our pr aiers. 
Or with our fighs wclc breath the welkin dimme. 

And ftainc thefunne with fogge,as fometime clowds j 
VVhen they doc hug him in their melting bofomes, 
Marcus. Oh Brother fpeakewitb polftbilitic. 

And doc not breakeintothefe deepe extreames. 

T/tus. Isnotmyforrow dccpcliauingnobottome? 

F 4 7'licn 
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The'*'* be mypaihoiis bo':t3inlc(Tc with them, 

Mttretts, But yet let icafon gouerne thy himcnt, 
Titus. If there were rcafon tor thefe mifenci', 

Then into limits could I bindc my woes; 

VVhenheauen doth wcepc, doth not the earth oreflow? 
iFthc winds rage, doth not tbefeawaxemad, 
Threatningthe welkin with his bigfwolne face? 

A nd wilt thou hauc a rcafon for tliis coilc? 

I am the fca . Harkc how her fighs dotli flow; 

Shec is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then muftmy fea be mooued with her fighs. 

Then tnuft my earth with her continuall tcarcs. 

Become a deluge : ouerfl owed and drownd; 

For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard muft I vomit them* 

Then giuc meleaue,for loofcri will hauclcaue. 

To cafe their ftomacks with their bitter tongues, 

Enttr umtJftH^trrsitk tw» heu^andubuHd, 

MepH£tr. VVorthy Atidrinitus,i\lsitt thou repaid, 

Tor that good hand thoufentft the Emperour: 

Hercarc theheadsof thy two Noble fonnes. 

And hcrcs thy handinfeorne to thee (ent backe: 
Thygriefe, their (ports : Thy refolution mockt* 

That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, 

More than remembrance or my fathers death.' 

Marcus. Now let hotc £tna coole in Cyciliv, 

And be my hartan eucrburning hell: 

Thefe miferiesaremorethan may bebomc. 

To weepe with them that wcepedoth earefome dcalc, 
But forrovr fiowted at,i$ double death. 

Lucius. Ah thatthisfightfhouldraakcfo deepea wound 

And yet derefted life not ihrinke thereat: 

That cuer death ihould let life bcarc lus name, 

VVhere 



of Titus Andronicus. 

yTlicrc life hath no more in ter eft b ii r to breat b , 

Marcus. Alaspoore harf,that kilTcis comfortlcfTc, ■ 
frozen water to a ftarued fnake. 
fitus. VVhen will this fearcfull fl umber iiaucan end? 
Mar. Now fkrcwcllflattric,dieft//«</f*«/f*/, 
ihoudoftnotllumbcrjfccthytwo fonnes heads, 
rhy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter hecic; 

Thy other baniftit fonne withthis deere fight, 

Struckc pale and bloodIeiTe,and thy brother I, 

Eucn like a ftony image cold and numme. 

Ah no w no more will I controwle thy greefes, 

Rentoflfthy filuei hairc,thy other hand, 
Gnawingwiththy teeth, and bcthisdifmal] figljt 
The clofing vp orourmoft wretched cies; 

Now it a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill; 

Titus. Ha,ha,ha. 

Why doft thou laugh? It fits not with this hourc, 
fitus. VVhy.Ihauenot another tcarc to flicdj 
Befidesthis forrow is an encmie. 

And would v furpe vpon my watric eies. 

And make them blinde with tributarie tearcs. 

Then which way fhall I find R cuenges Caue, 

For thefe two heads doc feeme to fp cake to mcc 
And threat me, Ifhallneuercomctoblifle, 

Till all thefe mifehiefes be retumd againc, 

Eucn in their throats that hath commited them* 
Comeletmc fee what taskc I hauc to doe, 

You hcauie people cirkle me about. 

Thatimayturnemee to each one ofyon. 

And fwcare vnto my foule to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made. Come brother take a head. 

And in this hand the othcrvvill I bcarc. 

And Lauiuid thou (halt b c imploy de i,n thefe Armes, 
Bearethoumy handfwcct wench Wetweenethy teeth: 
Asfor thee boy, eoe get theefrom my fight, 

F| 




Tlie mod Lamentable Tragedi’e 

Thou alt an Exile, and thou muftnot (lay. 

Hie to the (jof^wandraifcanarniie there. 

And ifyccloue me as I thinkc you doc, 

Letskiil'c and’part for wc hauc'nmch to doc. 

ExiHHt, 

Lucius t Farevcll my Noble Father, 

The wocfiilft man thateucrliiude inRome: 

Farewell proud Rome till iMcius comeagaine. 

He loues his pledges dearer than his life; 
FarcwellL.r»/ff»4my Noble fifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beenc, 
Butnownorlxf/W/nor L^m/h/Vt hues. 

But in oblmion and hatefull greefes; 

If !iue,hc will requite your wrongs. 

And make proud Saturnine and his Emperefl’e, 

Begat the gates like T<ir^«/*andhi$ Quccnc, 

Now will I to the ^et^esand raife apowre, 
Tobeercuengdon Rome and 

ExitLuciw, 

Enterhucfus fonne ani Lauinia running after him, and 
the Bey flies from her with his 'Boo^s vn- 
der his Arme. 

Enter Titus ondMareus, 
fuer^ Help Grandfier helpc, my Aunt Lauinia, 
Followes me cuerie wherel know notwhy. 

Good Vnckle Marcus feehowfwiftflice comes, 

Alas fwrcct AuntI know not what you meanc. ^ 

Marcus.Stxndhy me L«f/«/,doe not feare thine AUpt. 
Titus, She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harmc. 
Puer, I when my Father was in Rome Hie did. ^ 
M. Wh at m can cs my Necc e Lauin/a by thefe lignci J 
Tit, Feare her not L»f/ff/,fonicwbatdotiinic™*^*’®» 



of Titus Andrcnfcus. 

Sic L»««/rcc,how much fhemakcsof thee: 

Some whither would Hichaue thee goc with ha'. 

A bQy,Corne&aneuei with more care. 

Red to her fonnesthan flichathrcd toth ce. 

Sweet Poctric and T allies Oratour; 

C'anft thou not gefte wherefore flic plies thee thus. 

■ putr. My Lord! know not I, nor caul gefle, 

■Vnlcilc /bnic fit or frcnzic do poflefle her: 

For I hiiuc heard my Grandficr fay lull oft, 

Extremiti e ofgrceucs would make men mad. 

>ind I hauc red that Hecuba of T roy, 

Ran mad for forrow,that made me to feare. 

Although my Lord I know my Noble Aunt, 
Louesmeas dearc as ere mj' Mother did. 

And would not but infuric fright my youth, 

VVhich made me downcto throwemybookes and flic 
Caufcles perhaps, but pardon mciweet Aunt, 

And Maddam if my V nckl c Marcus goc, 

I will moft wiilingHc attend your Lady fliip. 

Mar, Lucius I will, 

Titus, How now Lauma,(J^'larcus whit mcancs tlusJ 
Somebooke there is that (he dcfircs to fee: 

VVhich is it gyrlc of thefe,open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take ciioife of all my Lybraric, 

Andfo beguile thy Ibrrow, till theheauens 
Rcucale the damn’d eon triuer of this deede. 

Why lifts Ih e vp her Annes in Icquencc thus? 

M. Ithinke flicmeancs chattherc were more than one 
Confederate in the faff, 1 more there was.* 

Orclfcto hcaucn,fhcheaues tliemforrcncngc. 

Titus, L«««rwhat bookeisthat fhcetoirethfo. 

Tuer. Grandficr tis Quids Metaraorphofis, 

My Mother gaacit me. 
llCtrcHs, For louc of her thats gone. 



Perhaps 



The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Perhaps Hicc culd it fr6m among the reft* 

Titnu Soft fo bufil ic flie turncs the leaues, 

Help her , what would ihe'finieiLauiitia flidl read; 

This is the tragickctaleof/’W«»f/, 

Andtreai s oiTereus treafon and his rape, 

Andrape 1 feare,wa$rooteofthy annoie, 
hUrcui. S e« brother fee, note how flie coats the Icaucs, 
Titus, L 4 «/«Mwert thou thus furpriz’dfwectgyrlc; - 
Rauiflit and wrongd as ‘PhUmela was, 

Froed in the rathlcfte Vaft and gloomic woods; 

See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had weneuer, neuer hunted there,) 

Patternd by that the Poet here deferibes. 

By nature made for raurthers and for rapes, 

JlYar. O why fhould nature build fofowlca den* 
Vnlcft'c the Gods delightin Tragedies , (friends, 

Tttus, Glue fignesfweetgyrle, for here are none but 

V Vhat Romaine Lord it was durft doe the deed} 
OrflonkenotS-irwrff/w as Tat quin erft. 

That left the Campe to finite in Luerete bed 

M^re, Sit downe Iwcct Ncece, brother fit dowm by 
VallatJoHe or UHtrcurUy (race, 

Infpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord lopke here,looke here Lauifis4y 

Jit writtt kit name with kit Bsfft tutdguiift it 
witkftttt MHdmtuth, 

This fardie plot iiplainc,guideif thou canft 
Thisafterme,! haue writ my name, 

Without die he’p of any hand at all* 

Curftbc that hart that foredvs to this fhift: 

VVritc thou good Nccce, and here difplay atlaft, 

V Vhat God will haue difcouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen toprintthyforrowcspl«hie, 



ofTifus Anclronfct:?'. 

That we may know the tray tors arid die ti utii, 

Shee takjs 'tbeJlAffe in her mouth, andguidet it with k(V 
Jiurnpi And yrritet, 

Ohdocyeeread my Lord wim (he hath writ, 
itufrum, Chiron, ‘Dwtriut, 

Marcus. What, what,thc lufifull fiinncs of TtmorA^ 
Perforiucts of this haynous bloody deede . 

Titus, Magni*DominAtor foli, 

TAmlentus audit feelera, tarn lentus vielet? 

Marcus, Oh calmc thee gentle Lord, although I kcotl?' 
There 1$ enough wi i:teu vpon thisearth. 

To liir amutinicin tiic mildcft thoughts, 4 - 
/indarmethe tnindcsofinfants tocxclaimes, 
fAy Lord knccled<»wne with me, Lauiniakncele, 

And kneelc fweet boy, the Romaine Heftors I c p 
And fweare with me as with the wolu! 1 feere. 

And lather of ih.«t chaft dilhonourcd Dame, 

Lord funtus Brutus fweare for Lucreee rape. 

That we willprofccutc by good aduice 
Mortal! reuengevpontheie Traitcrous (jtthet^ 

Andfec thcirblood ordk with this rcproch, 

Tttus, Tis furecnough, and you knew ho v, 

Bui if you hunt thelc Bcare whe’pes then beware. 

The Dam wi'l wake and iffticwindc yee once. 

Slice’s with the Lion deepcly flill in league, 

Andluls him whilft ihce plaieihonlicr backe. 

And when hcfltepes.will ftee doc what fticJift. 

You area young liunthiun Marcus alone. 

And come I will goegera Ic^fcof brafle. 

And with a gid of ftede will wri c thefe words, 

And lay It by : the angry no' hen wind 
Will l''owthcfc 'ands ik'ei’i^r/rleauesabroad. 

And VNl.ercs our 1 . (Ton ti.cn, boy 'vhat fay you? 

Bhcr, I fa}' my Lord that 1' I w ci c a man. 



ThA 








The moH: Lamentable Tragedic 

Tlieirnioilicrs bed-chauibcr fliouldnotbcfatc, 
tilde bale bond-men totheyoakeof Rome, 

(JM>trcKs 1 thaumy boyitby father hatli full oft, 

Ivr his vngr.itcf ill Countiic done tlielikc. 

Pner, And Viiklcfo will I,andif lliuc, 

7irus. Cofi'c goc \fith me into mine Annoiie, 

Lacins lie fit thce,andwithallmy boy 
Sh .11 carric from me to the limprcflefonncs, 

I'refcnts that I intend to fend them both: 

Conic, come, thoult doe my meftage wilt thou not? 
y«fr. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfier. 
Tttust Noboynotfojlleteach thee another courfe, 
Lxama comc,Mrfre»r lookc to my houfe, 

Lucius and I Icgoc braue it atthc Court, 

1 m.irrie will wc fir, and wedebe waited on. Exeunt, 

Marcust O hcauensjcan you hcare a goodman^^ronc 
A nd not rclentjor not compalfion himi 
Marcus attend him in his extafie. 

That hath more fears of furrow in his hart. 

Than foe-mens marks vpon his battred ihicld, 

But yet fo iuft jthat he will not j enenge, 

Reuenge the hcauensfor o\de uindremcsu. Exit, 

Euttr Aron, Ciiiron, Demetrius at one doore, andat 
the other door e young Lucius , and another wtth a hnodleef 
Treapons, andverfes writ vpon them. 
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ofTitus Andronicus', 

Forvillaincs markt with rape. May it plcafc you, 

J\ly G randficr welladmfde hath fent by me. 

The goodlieft wcaponsof his Armorie, 

To gratefieyour honourable youth 
The hopeof Rome, for fohe bid me fayt 
And fo I doe, and with Ills gifts prefent 
Your Lordilups,when euer you hauciicede. 

You may be armedand appoin ted well, 

And fo 1 Icauc you both : Likcbloudievillaincs. Exit, 

‘Demetri , wh.if s here ? a fcroic,and written roundabout. 
Let’s fee, 

Integer vita fctlerifeptte purtte,»t>n eget maari iaeulis nee at e». 

Chiron, O tis a verfe in Horace I know it well, 

Ifcad It in the Grammcr long agoc . 

Moore. 1 iuft,a verfe in right youhaucit, 
f>Jow what a thing it is to bean Afle, 

Pi Cl’s nofoundicaft, the olde man hath foun d theirgik. 
And fends them weapons wrapt about with lines, 

Tliat wound beyond their feeling to the quicker 
Butwcreourwittic EmprefTe wellafootc. 

Slice wouldapplaud tyindronicus conceit. 

But Icther reft in her vnreft a while. 

And now young Lor ds,waft not ahappic ftarre. 

Led vs to Rome ftrangers,and more than fo 
Captiues, to be aduaunced to this hcightl 
It did me goodbefore the Pallace gate, 

T o braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Demetrius, But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 
Bafelieinfinuateaiidfcnd vsgifts. 

oAron. Had he not teafon Lord Demetriutf 
Did you no t vfc his daughter very fricndlic? 

Demetrius, 1 would wc had a thoufand RonwnC Dames 
Atfuchabay.by turneto fcrucour luft. 

Chiron, A charitable wifti,and full of lone, 
airon. Here lacks but your nioihcrforto fay Amen, 

G a ChireOf* 
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The mdft Lamentable Tragedie 

fhtron. And that would flic tor twcitv ilK^landmore. 
Dcrntt Come lei; vsgoc aiulpray to all the Gods, 
Forour belouedmothei m her paines. 

Aron. Pray to the dem lU,ih= Gods hnuc g. uen vs oner, 

'/rfttffptts found. 

Why do ibeEmperoiirs trumpets fiounflt 
Chi. Belike tor ioy the Enipcrour hath a tonne, (thus. 

J)tMttriHS. Sotc who conies hcic. 






Enter Nurft with a blacks moore childe^ 

(tneMwtf. 

Nurff, God itr -rrow Lords, O tell me did you Ice Aron 

^ro». Well, irorcorlctTe.orncrcawkitatalh 

Here yfrwis.and what with ex^rewnow, 

Nur/e. Oh genrle Aron we arc ali vndone, 

FJowhe!pe,orwoebctidetheecucrmorc. 

^ron. VVhywhataca:te.wa!lmgdoftthoukcepe, 

fvhat doll tl oa wrap and tumble in tliy arnicsj 

Nur. O that which I would hide from heauenscyc^ 

Out EmprelTe d'ame and ILitely Romes ddgrace. 

Slice is dcliucred Lords (he is deliaered, 

^ron. Towhomc, 

Nur. I meanc lie is brovi^lit a h . . 

Aron. V Vcl! godgiiic her good rcft,what hath he fe t 

Nurfe. A diue 1. . * ,ii 

Vvhvthennmisthedeuds Dam.a loytall ifluc* 

N. A Ioyks,di'rna’l,blatkc,;;ndlorrowtul.i.luc, 

Here is the habeas loat h I'cme as a toadc, 

Amonglt the fairer ifl breeders otour clime, 
ThcEmprcflrclcndsitthce.thy ftampe, thyfea.e, 

And bids thee chnltcni t with rhy dagsci s point. 

Zoandsyc whore, is blackc fo bifeahue. 
Swcctc blowfc vou areabcautiousbloflomclurc, 

IDtmt . Vi.laiiie wliat haft thou done? 

A. xh It which thou canft not vndoe, 
ekir on^ Thyu hall vndone our mother. 



ofTitusA ndicnicus. 

^ron. Viilaine I haue doncthy mother, 

‘Dtnte. Andthcieinlicl.ifh dog thou haft vndone licr, 
VVucto her chaiintc, and damdehtrloaihcdchoicc, 

^ ccui ft flic offspring otfo toulc a fiend, 

Chi. hfiial not me, 

^ron Ir fhail not die. 

Nur/e. tAron itniull,themctlifrwi!sitro. 

At on. What muftit Nurfe? tlicn let no man but T, 
P jc execution on niy flcfli and blood. 

Dcmct. lie broach the tadpole on my R apiers point, 
Nurlcgiucit me, my fword lliallfooncdi patch ir. 

eAran. Soonerthis fword lhall plow thybowe's vp. 
Stay niurthcroiis villaincs will you kill your brother? 
Novn by the burning tapors of theskic, 

Thatfhoncf) brightly when this boy was got, 

Hedies vpon my Semirars fharpe point, 
that touches this my firft borne fonne and heiret 
3 tell you yonglings.not EnceUdus, 

V Vith all his th: earning bandof TpphonshroodCj 
Hor greit A/ciades,nor the Godot wairc, 

Shalfceaze t his pray out cf his lathct $ bands; 
What.what.yec languine ffallow harted boic«, 

Yec whitelimde wa les.ycc ale.hrule painted fi?;nes, 
Cole-blacke isbettci than anodicr hue. 

In that It fcorncs to bearc another hue: 

For all die water ia the Ocean, 

Caniieuer turnethefwans blackelcgs to white, 

Although fi celaiiethcmhowrcly inthefloodf 
xell theEniprcflcfrommeel ainof age 

To kcepc mine owne,excufe it hcivT ftieccan. 

‘Demetrius. Wilt thou betray thy Nob e Miftris thUS# 
hron. My MiHris is my Miftns.i his my fcitc. 

The vigour,.ind tViepiffurc of my you. h; 

This before all the world doe ipreferre, 

Thisraauger all the world will I kcepc fafe, 

~ ® G 3 Of' 



The moil Lamentable Tragedie 

Or fomc of you fliall finoke for it in Rome> 

Demetritis. By this oiir moihcr is for euer fhamde* 
Chiyon^ Rome will clcfpifc her for this fcule cfcape* 
Nnrfe. rheEmperourin his rage will doomehcr deaths 
Chiron. I blulli to tliinke vpon this igaomic* 
tAran.Why thcr’s tlie Priuiledgcyoiir beaxitic bears: 
Fie tree hcrous hue, that will bctraievvitlx bluHiing 
rlie clofe ciiafts and counfcls of thy hart : 

Het^s a young Lad firamde of another leere, 

Looke how the blackcflauefmiles vpon the father. 

As vvhofliou!dfay,cldcLad lam thine ownc; 

Hce is your brother Lords, fcnfiblie fed 
Of that fcifebloud that firft gauclife to yon, 

And fi'om your woinbc \vh ere you imprifoned were, 

Hec isinfraiinchifed, and come to light: 

Nay hce is your brother by the furer lidc. 

Although my feale be (tamped in his face. 

Nurfe^ ^r<7»,whac Jlxall I fay vnto the EmpreiTe* 
T>emttriHSt Aduifcthec ^r^;?,whatisto be done. 

And we will all fubfenbe to thy aduifc: ^ 

Sane thou the childe^fo wee may all be iafe, 
f^yiron^ Then fit we dow'nc and let vs allconfult. 



Aiy fonne and I will haue the witidc of you: 

Keepe thcre^now talkcntplcafureof yourfafetie* 

Demetrius, How many women faw this childe of his? 
tyiron^ why fo braue Lords, when we ioiuc inlcaguc 
I am a Lam be, but if you braue the Moore, 

The chafed Bore,thc mountainc LionelTc , 
tIic Ocean fwcis notfo as Aron ftormes: 

But faie again e,how manic faw the childe? 

Nnrfe» Cordelia the Midwife, and ray fclfe. 

And no one c!s but the dcliucrcd EnaprciTe. 

Aron, ThcEnipr€fre,the Midwife, andyour feUe, 
TWO may keepe counfell when the third’s away: 

Goc to the Emprc(re,teU her tliislfaid. 



vvccke. 



of Titns Androniciis^ 

V\^cekc,vvccke,f<j cries a Pigge prepared to tlic fpit, 
2 )r«»tf*vvhatnicanlUbou Aron,whcrforcdjd{lthou rhis 
■firtn. O Lordfir,vis a deede of poflicie, 

Shall fhccliue tobctraic thisgiltof oms? 
yv long tongude babling Go/fip,No Lords, noj 
/ind nowbcit knowneto you niylill! liucnt, 
jsjotfarre, one Muhteus tny Cou itriman 
hi j$ wife but yefiernight was brought to bedj 
Hischildc is 1 ike to her,fairc as you arc: 

Gocpackewitli him, and giuc the mother gold, 

And tell them both,the circumflancc of all. 

And how' by this their child cHiall beaduaunft, 

Andbe rccciucd fbrthe fimperours Hcire, 
AndfubHitutcd in tlic place of mine, 

Tocalme this tcinpcfl whirling in the Court, 

Andlctthc Lmperour dandle himforhisowne, 
Harkeyce Lords, you fee 1 hauegiuen her Phificke, 
Andyou mull nec^s bellow licrFunerall, 

Thcficldsarc ncerc,and you arc gallant Groomest 
This donc,fcc tirat you take no longer daics, 
ButrcndtheMidwileprefcmlictomee. 

The Midwife andihe Nurle wcllmadeaway, 

Theiilctrhc Ladies tattle what tlieyplcafe. ^ 

Chi, A rov, 1 fee t liou wilt not trufl: the aire wita fccrets. 

Demttrius, Forthiscarcof 
Herfclfc,and hcrs,arc hidilic bound to thee. ExeuKt^ 
Artn, Now to the G«r«wasfwiftaslwallow flies. 
There to difpofe this treafurc in mine armes, 

And fccrctlictogrcetc the Eniprcfle friends: 

Coinconyouthickc-lipt-flaue,! Ic bcarcyou hence,, 

For it is you that puts vs to our Ibifts: 
lie makeyoufeedeon berries, and on roots, 

Andfeede on curds and whay,and fuckc the Goate, 

AndcabbininaCauc,andbnngyouvp, 

TobcawarriourandcommauiidaCainpc. 





TIiemoftLamcntatle Tragedie 

Enter Titus, $lde Marcus , young Lucius, und other gen* 
tlemen mth b»t»es , und Titus heures the urrowes mth Utters 
%n the ends of them. 

Titus. Come Marcus, comc,kinfcmcn this is the way, 
Sir hoy let me fee your Archcric, 

Looke ; cc draw home inough andtis there ftraight, 

T err 04 A[iredreli^utty be you remenibred Ainreus^ 
Shecs gonc,thces fied, firs take you to your toolcs. 

You Cofciis fhall goe ibund the Ocean, 

And cafl your nets, happilie you may catch her in tliefca^ 
Yetthcr’sas little lufticc as at land: 

No Tuhlius anASemfronsus, you mud doe it, 

Tis you mud dig with matrockc and withfpadc, 

And pictccthe vimoft Cen'erot the earth, 

T hen when you come to Tlutoes Region, 

1 pray you deliucr him this petition, 

T^ll him It is for luflice and for aide, 

And chat it comes from olde hndronicus 
Sh ken wichfoirowes m vngraiciullRomc* 

Ah Rome, well, well, I made thee milerable, 
Whartime I threw the peoples full rages 
On him that thus doth tyirannizc ore iiice, 

G >e get yougone, and pray be careful! all. 

And Ic.tUc you not a ni. n ot v^^re vnfearcht, 

This wicked Empcroiir may hauc fhipt her hened^ 

And kinfcinen then we may goe pipe for iulhcc^ 

J\4orcus. iAT^uhlius^'xs not this a hcauic c fe 
To Tee thy Nob':e Viiklc thusdiflr:ift? 

PMtus, rherefore my Lords it h.ghly vsconccineg 
By d .1C and aig’itt attend him c.irefijhic: 

And fe ade Lis I uimouf k i ndly as w e may, 

Ti I rune hegctfomec rcfull rcnicdic, 

Murcus^ ivuQucnhiiiorrowc>arepaflrcnicdic 



of Titus Andronicus. 

joinc with the gothct,md with reuengefuU wjure, 
Takewreake on Rome for this ingraiieude, 

And vengeance on the traitour .JrfWraiw* 

Titfis. ^Puhlifii how nowjliow” now my Mafter$, 
y Vhat haue you met with her? 

Publius. No my good LordjbutTVwt* fends you word, 
jfyou will hauereuenge from hellyoufliall, * 

I^larrie for lulhce lliee is fo imploid. 

He thinks with loue in hcaucn,or fomc wh ere elfe. 

So tliat perforce you mul> needs ftaie a time. 

Titus, He doth me wrong to feedc me with dclaici, 
lie diuc into the burning lake belowe, 

And pull her out of Acaron byihchccles, 

Utfscus we are but forubs,no Cedars wee, 
Nobig-boand»men tramdeof the Cyclops fize, 
Butmettail iS'l<«rc«/,fteelc to the vetie bscke. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bcare; 
And fiththcr’s noiullicein earth nor hell, 

VVe will follicite heauen and moue the Gods, 

To fend downe luftice for to wreake our wrongs: 

Come fo this gearc, you areagood Archer M4rc«r, 

He gtuesthemthe Arrowes, 
t/^dleuemjthats for you, here ad dApolleucm} 
tAdMurtem, tints for my felfc, 

Hereboy to Pallas, hcie tolAercurie, 

To Saturnine, to Cam, wot to Saturnine, 

You wercas good to jfhoote again!} the winde* 

Too it boy,M4rc«/ loofe when I bid. 

Of my word I liaiie written to eflfcR:, 

Therms not a God left vnfollicitcd, 

Marcus, Kinfcmen,{hoot all your fhafts into the Court, 
V V ee will affliiR theEmperourinhis pride. 

Titus, Now Matters dra w,Oh well faid Tucius, 

Good boy in Z^/y^oe/lappejOiue it Pallas, 

Marcus, My Lor d,I aime a mile beyond the Moone, 

- ■ H - Yfouf 









The moH Lamentable Tragedie 

Your letter is with Ittbiter by this. 

Titus, Ha, \\zfPubltus, Publius, whathafl: tliou done? 
See, fee, thou halt fliot off one of T4 urus homes . 

hUrcui, This was thelport my Lord, when Pw^Z/w/fliot 
The Bull being galdc,gauc ^r/V/fucha knockc, 

Tliat downc fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 

And who fhouldfindc them but the Empreffe vill aine: 
Shee 1 aught, and toldc the Moore hee fliould not choofe, 

But oiue them to his Mailer fora prefcnt» 

Tftus. V Vhy there itgoe»,God giue his Lordiliip ioy, 

Enser the Clownc with a basket a»d twe fU^eeus in it. 

(^lovunt. NcweSjUcwes from heauen, 

Marcus the Poalt iscomc. 

Tftus, Sirra what tidings, hauc you any letters. 

Shall I hauciullicc,what laics /waiter? , , , , 

CUwne, Ho the Gibbftmikcr ? Hec faies that he hath 

lakentheni downc againc,forthe man mull hot behangd 
till the next w’ceke. 

Tftus, But what faies lubiter I aske thee? 

Qomne, Alas lir, I know not lubiter, 

I.ncutrdranke with him in all my life. 

Tftus, VVhy villaineartnotthou the Carrier. 

Clowne, I of my pidgeons fir, nothing els. 

Tttus, Why didllthounotcomefromhcauen? 

Clovsne, From he men, alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I flaould bcfobolde,toprcirc to heauen in my 

young daies; ,1 

Why l am going with iny pidgeons to the tribuiiau 

Pltbs, totakc vp a matter of brawlc betwixt my Vne , 

andoneof theHmferalsmen. r 

Marcus, VViiy fir, tint is as fit as can bee to , 
yourOration, andlethim deliuev the pidgeons 
lEmpcro'-ir Ifom you. 



Titus, 



of.Titus i^^ndromeus. 

Titus, Tell mcc, can you deliucr an Oration to the Era- 

perour with a grace, 

^ Clorvne. Nay truelicfir , I could ncucr faygraccinaH 
jny life. 

Titus, Sirra come hither, make no more adoo. 

But giue your pidgeons to the Emperour, 

By mee thou flialt liaue iullicc at his hands. 

Hold, hold, mcane while here’s money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inkc, 

Sirra,can you with a grace dcliuer vp a Supplication ? 
Clowne, I fir, 

7 V/rr/,Then here is a S upplication for you, and when you 
conietohim, at the fiillapprochyoumuftkneele , then 
kiflfe his foote , then dcliuer vp your pidgeons , and then 
lookefor your reward , He b ec at hand fir, fee you doc it 
brauclie, 

Clotvne, I warrant you fir , let me alone. 

Titus, Sirra haft thou a knife? Come let me fee it. 

Here Marcvs^ioXTit. in the Oration, 

Forthou haft made itlikcanhumble Suppliant. 

And when thou hallgiuen it to the Emperour, 

Knockc at my doorc,and tell me what he faies. 

Clowne. God be with you fir, I will. Exit, 

Titus, Come Marcus let vs goe, Publius follow mee. 

Exeunt, 

-hSuter Empereurand Empreffe and her two fonnes, the 
Emperour brings the An ewes in hjs hand 
that Titus fljot at him. „ 

(feene, 

VVhy Lordswhat wrongs arc thcfc,was cucr 
AiiEnipciourinRome thus ouerborre, 
TroubicdjConftontedtl.us, a ndfer the extent 
0 fcgalliuflicCjvfdeui filch contempt. 

■ H 2 My 




Thcmofl Lamentable Tragedie 

My Lords you know the might full Gods, 

How cucr thefe difturbers of ourpeacc 
Buz in thepcoples cares, there nought hath paft 
Blit euen with lawagainft the wilfullfonnes 
fiAndromcHs^ And what and if 
His forrowes hauefo ouervvhelinde his witts? 

Shall vve be thasaffliftcdin his wreakes. 

His firs, his frenoic, and his bitterncs? 

And now he writes to heauenforiiis redrefTc, 

See heres lo I one this to Mer curie. 

Tiiis to Apollo ^this to the God of warre: 

Sweete skrowlcs to flie about the ftreets of Rome, 
Whats this butlibelling againfhhe Senate, 

And blazoning our vniudice cucnc where, 

A goodly humor is it not my Lords? 

As who would (ay in Rome noiuftice were. 

But if I line his famed extafies 
iShal) be no (licltcr to thefe outrages, 

Butheand his fliall know chat iuihcc liues 
In S4r//m/?//xheaIth,whomeifhc fleepe, 

Helcfo a wake as heiiifuricniall, 

Cut offtheproud’ft conrpiratour that hues. 

T amor A. My gratious Lord,my lonely Saturnine ^ 
Lord of my lifejComrwandcr o f my thoughts, 

Calmc thccaud bcarc thcfmlts of TiUis age, 

T he’ffeft s of foi row for his valiant fonnes, 

VVhofc lo(Te hath pearR him deepe and skardhishart^ 
And rather comfort his dillrclled plight. 

Than profecutc themeanefl or the bed 
For thefe contempts: why thus it fiiall become 
Hie witted Tamora toglofc with alh 
Blit Titus I hauc touched thee to tiie quicke, 

Thylife blood now be wile, 

Then b alifafechc Anchor in the port. 



of Titus Andronicus* 

Enter Clowne.^ 

How now good fellow wouIdR thou fpeake with vs> 
(;iowne, ycaforfooth& rourMiRnfliip be£n)peiul|. 
7amora,^m^x^^Uxn butyonderfirs thcEniperour 
Clew. Tishc, God and^yaint S t euen gmc you Godden, 
1 haue brought you a letter anda couplcofpigeons hei e, 

Hereadsthcletter. 



S4tur, Goc take him away and hang him prcfentlv^ 

How niMch money mufti haue, ^ 

Tamora, Come firra you muft be handed, 

f/ww. Han»d be Lady, then I haue b^u^ht vp a neck 
toafairecnd. ^ 

Exit. 

Satun DifpightfuII and intollcrable wrongs. 

Shall I endurcthis monftrous villanie? * 

I know from whence this fam e deuife proceeds. 

May thisbe borne as if his traitorous fonnes,* 

That didc by law formurrherofourbrothcr* 

Haueby mymeanes bin butchered wrbngfuljy, 

Goedragge the villainc hither by the hmre,' 

Norage, nor honour, flial]iIi;ipepriucledo-e, 

Forthis proud mockc. He be thyflaiightcrman, 

Sly frantickc wretch, thatholpft to makeme great, 

Inhopc thy fclfe/liouldgouerne Romeand me. 

Enter Nuhtts Emi Hi »s^ 

SatHT. What newes with thee Emillms'i 
EmilHuf. Armc my i-ords, Rome neuer bad more caufc, 
lie Gothcs haue gathered head and with a pow%r 

H j 
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Themofl Lamentable Tragedie 

Of highrcfolued men, bent to tlie fpoil e, 

I’hey hither march amainCjVnder conduft 
Of L«fiV//,ronnero old 

VVho threats in courfeofthisrcuergc^todoC 
A s much as cuer Corio/^t^^s did^ 

Kfrg. Is warlike Lfidus Generali of the Gothes, 

Thcle tidings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with frofl, or grafle beat downc with flormes^ 

I now beginsourforrowes toapproch, 

Tis he the common people loue fo much, 

My felfc hath often heard them faVj 
V Vhen I hauc walked like a pi iuate man. 

That Lucius baniflimenc was wrongfullic , 

And they h:iuc wiflicthat were their Emperour, 

Tamor,u why fTiould you fearc, is not your Citie ftrQiiga 
Kiy^g* I but the Citizens fauourL/^c/W/;, 

And will rcuoltfrommc to fuccoiir him^ 

Tatrtora. King Be tliy thoughts imperious like thy name, 
Is the funne dimdc,that Gnats doe flie in it. 

The Eagle fullers little birds to ling, 

And is not carcfull v^hat they meancthereby, 

Knowing that with the fliadow of bis winges,^ 

He can at pleafure flint their mtlodie* 

Eucn fomaicll: thou the giddiemen of Rome, 

Then chcare thy fpiric for know thou Emperour, 

I will inchaunt the old (syfndranicus. 

With words more fweet’e and yet more dangerous 
Then baites tofi[h,orhonniefla-kcs to fhcepe. 

When as the one is wounded wi th the bait, 

'The other rotted v\itli delicious feede^ 

Kings Buthe will notinrreathis fonnefor vs« 
lamorit^ If T“ amora inrreat him than he will, 

Fori can fmoothandiill Ids aged cares, 

With golden pronufes,thnc wcrchis hart 
Ahiioft impregnable, his oldyeares deafe. 




of T itus A ndronicus. 

Yet Hiould both care and hart obaymy tongue. 

GoC thou before to be our Ambalfador, 

Say C bat the Emperour requefts a padie, 
OfwaiiikeLwm.and appoint tiie meeting, 

Eucn at his Fathers houfc the old Andrenicus, 

King. doc this meflagc honourably, 

And ifhc ftand in hoftage for liis faftie, 

]}id him demaund ivhat pledge will plcafe him heft, 
£milliHs, Your bidding Oiall 1 doc effcflually. 

Exit 

"Xamord .Now will I to that old Kndronicus, 

And temper him with all the Attl haue, 

T o pluckc proude L»r/«r from the warlike Gothest 
And now fwcet Emperour be blith againe. 

And buric all thy fcare in my dcuifes, 

SAthrnine* Tliengoe fucciTantly and plead to hin'i . 



Enter Lucius with an jirmie ef ^ethts with 
T^rum s andSeuldiers. 

Lucius t Approued warriours,and myfaitlifull friends, 
Ihauc receaued letters from great Rome, 

VVhicli fignifies what hate they bcarc their Emperour,. 
Andhow deliror.s ofour fight they arc. 

Therefore great Lords bee as your titles vvitnes. 
Imperious, and impatient ofyour wrongs 
And wherein Rome hath done you any skath 
Lethim make trt able fatisfafiion, 

Goth, Braue flip Iprongirom the great 
VVhofcname was once our tenour,nowour comfort, 
Whofe high cxployls and honourable deeds, 

IngratcfiiU Rome requites with fou’.c contempt. 

Be bold ill vs wccle follow where thoulcadll. 

Like 
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The moft lamentable T ragedie 

Like ft inging Bees in hotteft fuminers day. 

Led by their Maftcr to the flowred fields. 

And be aduengde on curfed Tamora: 

And as he faith, lb fay we all with hiin> 

Lftexus. I humbliethnnke him andlthankcyouall^ 
But who conics here led by a lufiic Gothe} 

Enter a Goth leadtng of Aron mth his child 
in his Armes. 

Goth^ RcnowmedLi/c/^i from bur troupes Iftraid, 
T o gaze vpon a ruinous Monaftcrie, 

And as I carncftlydidfixe mineeye, 

Vpon the wafted building fuddainely, 

I heard a child crie vnderneatha wall, 

I made viito thenoife, wdienfbone I hearef^ 

The crying babecontrold with this difeourfer 
Peace tawnieflauc, Iialfcme, and halfc thy Dame, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofc brat tliou art. 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, 

Villainc thou mightft haue bin an Emperour^ 

But where the bull and Cow are both milke white. 

They neuer doc beget acoIeblackeCalfe: 

Peace Villaine peace, eucu thus he rates the babe, 

For I muft bearetheeto atrufiie Goth^ 

Who when he knowes thou aitthcEmprcftc babe. 
Will hold thee dearely for thy mothers lake^ 

With this my weapon drawcii I ruftit vpon him 
Surprifdehimfuddainely ,and brought him hither 
Tovfc as you thinkenecdefull of the man, 

Lmitts, Ohvion\w(joth thisis the|incarnatediucH, 
That robd ^ndronicHs of his good hand, , 

This is the Pearic that pi cafd your Empreflfe eye, 
Andher’s the bale fruit o: herburningluft. 

Say wall-cyd flauc whither woiildft thou conuay, 

This 
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] of Tims AiicIromcUv^* 

This growing image of rby fiendlikefaee, 

V Vliv dool f not /pcake’wliat dwfe, not a word? 

^ halt'ci' SouMierSjliang him on this tree, 
j\ncl by his fidehis fruite of'Baftardie* 
jrou, T ouch not tlic boy,hc is of R oiall bIcud. 

If/c, Toolike the ficr for cucr being good, 
pii lt hang tlic child chat he may fee it fprall, 

A fight to vex thcfathersfoulevvithall. 

^r8». Get me a laddcr,Z,»««/ faucthcchilth, 

And bcarc it from me to the bniprcirc : 

Ifrhoudo tliiSjilefhcw thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee tohcarc, 

: ifthou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
f llcfpeakc nomorc,but vengeanccrotte you all. 

Say on,and ifit plcafe me which thou fpeakfl,, 
Xby child fliall liuc,and I will fee it nouriflit. 
i t/4ron.hnd if it plcafe thec’why aflTurc thee Luctuf^ 

i Twillvcxethy fouletohcarc what I fliall fpeakc: 

1 poilmuft talkcofmuithers,rapcs,and maflakers, 
j Aflsofblack night, abhominable deeds, 

I Complotsofmifchicfc,treafon,villanie s, 
f Ruthftill fo hear c, yet pittcoufly performdc, 

\ And this lhall all be buried in iny death, 

I VnlelTcthoufweare to me my child fliall Hue. 

LftcfMf.rell on thy minde,l fay thy child fliall line. 
tAroM, Swearc that he fliall, and then I will begin, 
L«f/,VVho fliould I fwcare by, thou belecucftno God, 
that graunted, how canft thou belecuc anoatlu 
Jron.YVhit if I doc not,as indeed I do not. 

Yet for I know thou art religious. 

And haft a thing within thee called confcicnce, 

VVith twenty popifii tricks and ceremonies. 

Which I haue feenc thee carcfull to obferue^ 

Therefore I vrge thy oath, forthatl know. 

An tdcot holds his bauble for a God, 

I 









The moil Lruncntablel Vagedie 

Aodksepes the oath wliich by that God hefw cares, 

TO that ilc vrge him,thereforc thoufhalt vow, 
Bythatl'aracGod.what Godio cre it be 
Tiiat thou.adoreft, and haft in rcuerence, 

Xo laucmyboyjto nouriiTi ana bring hioi\ p, 

Or clfe 1 will difeouer nought to thee. 

httcifut Eucn by my God llwearc to thee I will. 

Firft know thou,I begot him onthe Empreae*. 
lufiMSfVh moft infa tiate and luxurious woman, 
t^r09, VutX*f*w.tl’is was but a decdot charuic,. 

TO that vvhich thou (halt heare of me ^non, 

T.wa$hcr two fonnes that tnur dcred 
They cut thySifteii longUc,and rauiflit liM,; 
Andcutherhand$,andtrimd her as thou fa wcir. 

L«r, Oh dctcftablc viUainc, calUf tliou that t rimming, 
jlrttt Why Ihc was \valht,andcut> andtriind, 

And iwas tnm fport for the® which bad the dojn» ot it 
LhC 4 Oh barberous bcaftlic villaines like thy fcUc, 
^ren. Indeed I was their tutor to inftruft them, 
Thatcoddmgfpirithad they fronuheir motlicr, ' 
Asfureaeardascuerwonnethe let; 

That bloodic mindc I ihinkc they Icamd ol me, 

As true a Dog as cuer fought at head; 

Well let my deeds be witnci of iny worth j 
I traind thy brethren to that guilefullliolc, 
where the dead corpes of laic; 

I wrote the letter that thy Father found, 

Andhidthe gold within that letter mentioned. 

Confederate with the Qucencandhcr two lon. fe. 

And what notdone, that thou haft caufc to 

wherein 1 had no ftrokc of mifehiefe in 

1 plaid the cheater for tliy fathers hand. 

And whenlhadit drew myfclfeapart, 

Andalmoft broke myhartwithextreaniclaugU.«-, 

T ^.ried me through the cfcuicc of awall, 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

ulten tw ofonnes heads, 

Bciicltl his rearcs. and laughtfo hartclie. 

That both mine eye s wercrayoic like to his; 

And when I toldc the Emprcfl'cof this fport, 
Siicc-founded almoft atmy plcafing tale. 

And for my tidings gaucmctwcntickifTc#. 

^9tU, 

Y Vl«t canft tliou fay all this ao d ncuct blttfh ' 

\ like abUckc Dog*** ^ 

Lwe/«/. 

Art thouoot for rk for thefe hainous deed$« 

%Ar*K. 

I tliatl h ad not done a thoufandmor^' 

Eucn nowk curfetheday andyetX thinke 
F ewe comejvfithin the compafTe ofray curfe^ 
wlicrcin I did not Ibme notorious ill. 

Askill a inan,or eU deuife hit death, 

Rauift a maide,or plot th e waic to doc ir, 

Accufe fomc innocent, and forfwcate my felfe^ 

Set deadly cnraitic betweene two friends. 

Make poorc mens cattle breakc their necks. 

Set fire onj barncs and hayftalks in the night. 

And bid the owners quench them with their tearcs? 
Oft liaue 1 digd vp dead men from their graues. 
And fet them vpright at their dcare friends dotCj 
Eucn when their forrowes alraoft wasforgot. 

And on their skinnes as «n the b arke of trees, 

Haue with »y knife earned in Romaine letters^ 
Let not your ibrrow die thoughi am dead, 




The ntoft LamentableTragedie 

But Ihauc done a dioufand<lreadfuU tilings, 

A« willingly as one would kill a fl ie, 

Andnothinggneucs me harte'ie indeede. 

But that I cannot doe ten thouland more. 

Lneifts^ Bring downc thcDiuell for he mull not die, 
So fwcet a death as hanging prd'cntl)' ♦ 

AroVf Ifthcrc be Dnids wouldl wcrcaDiue], 
Toliucandburnein euerlafting fire , 

So I might haucyour companie in hcl). 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue* 

\.uci. Sirs flop his mouth and let him fpcake no more. 

Enter EmilliHS, 

Goth. . My Lord there isa melTengerftomRomc, 
Dclicrs to be admitted to ycur prefenec. 

Lucius. Let him come nere, 

VVdeome £/»///w/,what’s the newes from Rome? 

Emil. Lord Lwcw/,and }'OU Princes of t he Gothes^ 
The Romaine Emperour greets you all by me, 

And for he vnderflandsyou arc in Aimes, 

He craucs a Parley at your fathers houl c, 

V Villing you to demaund your hoflages , 

And they (hall be immediatly deliiiered, 

Goth. VVhatfaics our Generali. 

Luei. Emtlltus, let the Emperour giue his pledges, 
Vnto my Father andmy Vriklc Jl^arcus, 

And we will come, march away 

Enter Tumor a and herlrro formes dijgttifed. 

Tumora. Thus in this flrangc and fad habilliainci^fs 

I will encounter with 

Andfay I amrcucngcfcntfrom bclowe, 

Xo ioync with him and right his hainous wrongs, 



of Titus Androiiiciis. 

Knockc at his frudic where they fay he kecpcs, 
To ruminate frrange plotsof dicicrcucogc. 
Tell him reuenge is come to ioyne with him, 
And workc confufion on his enemies . 



Theyk^ockf and T itsis opens his jludie doorr^ 

Titus. Who doth molcft my contemplation? 

Is it your tr/cke to make meopc the dore. 

That fo my faddccrees may flic away, 

And all my frudic be to no eft'ed-, 

Youarcdcceiudc, fbrwhatimeane to doe, 

S ee here in bloodic lines Ihauc fet downc. 

And whatiswrittcniTiallbe executed. 

Tamora. Xstus ,\ am come to talke with thee. 

Titus^ No not a word,how can I grace my talke, 
VVanting a handtogiuc that accord. 

Thou haft the odds of me therefore no more. (mev 

Tamora. Ifthou didft know me thou wouldft talk wiih 
Titus. I am not mad, 1 know thee well enough, 

VYitnes this wretched frump, witnes thef c crimfon lin^es, 
witnes thefe trenches made bygreefe and care, 
witnes the tiring day and hcauic night, 
witnes all forrow that I know thee w’cll 
For ourproud Emprefle, mighty tamora'. 

Is not thy comming for my other hand. 

tamora. Know thou fad man, I am not tawora^ 

Shecis thy cnemie,andl thy friend, 

I am Reuenge fentfrom thTnfci nail Kingdome. 

TO cafe the gnawing vulture of thy minde, 

By working wrcakfull vengeance on thy foes: 

Comedowne and welcome me to this worldsTiglit, 
Conferre with me ofin urdcr and of death, 

Thcr' snot a hollow Caue or lurking place. 

Is 
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The moft LamentaUe T ragcdie 

KovaRobtcufiucortninievjlc, 

V Vhcre bloodie murthct or dctcited rape, 

C*ri couch tor tcarc but I will finde the room. 

And m their earcs tell them my dieadhrU name, 

B.cuansre wiiich makesthcfouleofteiidcr quake. 

7Vr«/. Arc diouj Reucnsc?and.irtthoulcnttomCC, 
TobeaCormenttominc eneintes. 

T4wer4. I am.chcrctbrc come dourneaiid welcome rae< 

Doe roe foraefcruice ere I come to c hcc, 

Lo by thy fi'le “^hcrc Rape and Murder ft.and*. 

Now »iuc fomc furance that thou art reuenp, 
Subthcin,ortearethemOnthy Chariot whcck:„ 

A nd then lie corae and be thy wagoner, ^ 

Andwhctlc along with thee about the Uloocj, 
promdcthcc two.propcrpa,;fray*,bUck te let, 

To hale thy rengetull waggon Iwift away. 

And findcout murder iatheir guiltic tares. 

And vvhen thy Car is loadcn wttl i rlictt heads* 

1 will difmount and by thy waggon wbedc, 

Ti otcc like a fei uile Ibotcnian all dav long, 

Buenh 'roZTpww/ rifingin tlicEill, 

V,.till till eerie downclall in the Sea. 

And day by day lie do this hcauic taste, 

■So thou deftroy Rapine and Murderthcre. 

TsmorA. Thcfe arc royroimftcrs and coroe 

Titftf, Are thein thy mmifters, 

Taworo. Rape and Murdcr,therefbre called fo, 

Caufc they take vengeance of iuch ku^c of 

Good Lord how like the Empr^e fonne y ^ 
And you the Eroprc(Te,but we wordlic men 

Haucmifcrablcmadroiftakingcies: 

O' fwcctc Reu-ngc,now doc I cometo 
Ano if oncarmei irabracement will contcnttncc, 
ivNillirabraccthceinitbyandby. 

•d ^9T4, Thisclefing veUhhimfitsOisUW^^ 






of Titus Aucirciiiaii^c 

^ Vhat ere I forge to fc«dehisbraine-fifietiti> i 
Poe you vphold andniamraine in youi lpcec!i«:. 

Per now he firmelic takes me for Reuenge,, 

And being credulous in this mad thonglit, 

;Ilc make liim fend for Lwwwhis fonne, 

.And whilft I at a banket hold him furc, 
lie finde fome cunningpraftife out of hand, 

Tofeatter and difperfethe giddic Gethet, 

Or at the Icaft make them his enemies: 

Sec here he comes, a«d I raullpliemy theamc. 

Tittu. Long hauc Lbin forlome and all for thce^, 
wcleome dread Furie to nay woefull houfe, 

Rapine and Murther you are welcome too; 

How like the EmprefTe andher fonnes you are, 
well are you fitted, had you but a MetrCy 
Ould not all hell afford you fuch a Diucll? 

For well I wot the Empreffe ncuer wags, 
ButinhcrcompaniethereisaA/eere« 

And wouldyoureprcfcnt our Queenearighf, 

It wereconuenient youhad fucha Diuellt 
But welcome as-you are,whatfhall wee doc? 

Timers, what wouldft thou hauc vs doe tAndrer.ifHt^, 
*Dmet, Showmeamurthcrcriledcale withhim, 
Cki, Showme avillainethathathdoncaxape. 

And lamfcnt to bereuengdeonhim, 

T 4 iweM.Show me a thoufand that hath done thee wrong, 

And I will bercuenged on themall. 

Tttu$, Looke roundabout the wicked flreets of Rcni^, 
And when thoufiiidft a roan that s like thy felfe. 

Good murther ttab him,hec’s a murthcrer, 

Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap. 

To finde another tliat is like to thee, 

GoodRapincftabhim,hci$arauifocr. 

Goe thou with thcm,andin the Emperours Court, 

There is a Q^ccnc attended by a Mccre, 







Well 



vvvvvyvvvvvvv^ 





The moft Laniemahle Tragedie 

VVdl flidt til )u kn jw her by f liine owne proportloBj, 
For vp and downeOic doth icfcniblc thee, 

I prj; thee doc on thcin fome violent death, 

They hauc bin violent tomcandinine. 

Tttmora, V VellliaflthoiilefTond vs,tliis fliallwedoe, 
. But would It } leafe thee good A»droutcus^ 

T o fjnd {oxLuetMs thy thrice valiant fonne, 

V Vho leades towards Rome a band of warlike Gethes, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe, 

V Vhen he is here cuen at thy ibfemne fealf,j 
I will bring in the Emprefleand hirfonnes, 

The Emperour hinifclicand all thy iocs, 

A nd at thy nicrcic Hiall they Itoope and kncclc, 

And on fhcmflialt thou cafe thy angry hart; 

What fayes A»drenkus to this dcuilc. 



Enter Marcuf. 



Titus, Marcus my brother, tis fad titsu callcs^ 
GocgentlcM<»rc«/tothy nephew \juciuSy 
Thou llialt enquire him outamong the^^ctiret, 

Bid him repaire to me and bring with him, 

Sonic of the chiefcll Princes oithc Qotbes, 

Bid himencampehis Souldiers where they are, 

T ell him the Emperour and the Emprcirc too^ 

Feafl at my houfe,and he fliall fcaft with them,- ^ 

This doc thou for my louCjand folet him. 

As he regards his aged Fathers life. 

lAarcus. This will I doe, and Ibone rcturncagalnc, 
Tamara, Nowwilllhcnccaboutthy bufines. 

And takcniyminlftcrs a longwithinc, 

Titus. Nay, nay, let rape and murder ftay with me. 

Or els lie call my brother bncke againc, 
AndclcauctonorcucrgebutL«r/w* (him, 

T amera. What fay you boyes will you abide with ^ 
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of Titus Androniciis. 

VA^liiles I goe tell my Lord the Einperou r, 

Bow ] hauc goucind ourdetermind lelf, 

Vee'd to his humor, fmooth and'f cake him faire, 
yind tarrie'with him tilll turneagaine, 

Titus. I knew them all though they fuppofd me mad, 
And willl ore reach them in their owncdcuifes, 

A paire of curfed hell hounds and theii Dame. 

T)(txe. iVIaddam depart at plcafurc, leauevshcre* 

T amra. Farewell Aidronicus, Reuenge now gees, 

TO lay a 'complot to betray th)' foes, 

Titus, 1 know thou dofl and fwcet Reuenge fiirewcll* 
Chiron, Tell vs old man how ft all we be imploid, 
Titus, TUtI bauewotke croughfoiyouto dee 
JuhliuSy come hither, CaiusyZnATalentine, 

Tuhlim. What isyour will* 

Titus. Know you thefetwo. (trius, 

?nh, ThcEmprefTc fonnes I take fhf m, (^hhon. Deme-^ 
Titus, Fie, TwZ/wfic.tkou art too muchdeceaude. 

The one is Murder and Rape isthcothersname. 

And therefore binde them gentle FuhliuSy 
Caiusand Valentine, lay hands on them. 

Oft hauc you heard me wift forfuch an hom e. 

And now I finde it therefore binde them fure. 

And flop their mouthes if they begin (ocrie. 

Chiron, Villaincsforbearcwcare theEmprcfTcfons. 
fuh. And therefore doe we w hat we are commanded, 
Stop dole theirmeuthes let them not fpeak a word. 

Is he Aire bound, lookc that yo u bind them fail. 

Enter Titus oA Kdrovicus, with a knife. and Lauinia^with 
iUfon, 

Titus, Come, come, lauinia lookc thy foes arc bound. 
Sits flop their mouthes let them not fpeake to me, 
let them heart what Icrrdull woids 1 vucr. 
Phvillaines Ckitcn i.i.d Demur ius^ 

K 



Hetc 




The mod Lamentable Traced ie 

H^relltnds thefpriagwIio'.TicyoiiIiaue flai.id withmud 
Tjiisgoodly fommcr witii your winter mixt. 

You kild lier Imioand, andfor that vild fault, 

TWO other brothers were condemnd to death. 

My hand cut off and madea merrieieft, 

Both licrfweecc hands, hir tongue, and that more dcare 
ThcUi hands or tongue, hcrfpotlellc chartitic, 

Inhumane traitors you conllraindandforfl. 

What would you fay if I fhouldletyoufpcakc? 
Villaines for jTiarae you could not beg for grace. 

H irke wretches how I mcanc to matter you. 

This one handyet is left to cut your throats, 

Whiles that LauinU tweene her flumps doth hold. 

The bafon that receaues your guiltie blood. 

You know your Mother mcancs to feaft with me, 

And cal ics herfelfc Reuengc and thinks me mad . 

Harke villaines I will grindeyour bones to duft. 

And with your blood and it He make a pafle. 

And of the pafle a coflfen I will rearc. 

And m ike two paftics of your fliameftill hcadcs. 

And bid that flmnipetyour vnhallowed Dam, 
like to the earth fwallow her ownc increafe* 

This is thefcaflthatlhauc bid her too. 

And this the banket fhefhall furfet on, 

For worfe than Pbtlomel/you vfdc my daughter. 

And worfe than T^rogne I will be reuengd. 

And iiowprcpareyourthroats,L<*«i«/<* come, 

Rcccauc the blood, and when thatthey are dead j 
Letmegoegrinde their bones to powdcrfmall, 

And with this hatefull liquourtcmper it, 

Andin tliatpafle let their vile hcadcs be bakt, 

Co.uc,com e, b c cue l ie one ofFi c ius , 

To make this banket whicli I wilTi may proue 
More flerneand bloodic than the Centaurs feafi', 

He cuts their throuts. 

So now bring them in lor lie play the Cooke> , 



of 7 itus ndronicus. 

Andfcc them rcadie againtl their Mothercomes, 

Exeuntt 

Enter iMeiut, lAureus, 4ud tht Gothts^ 

Lucius, Vackk (Afar cus, fince tismy Fathersminde 
ThatlrepairctoRomcIamcontcnr. ^ 

Gott And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will, 
Luci. Good Vncklctake you in this barberous Meere 
This rauenous tigcr,this accurfed diueJi, * 

Let him receauc no fuflnatice, fetter him. 

Till he be brought vnto the EmprefTcftcCj 
For tellemonic of her foule proceedings, 

And fee the Anibufh of our friends beftrong, 

I fcarc the Emperourmeanes no good to vs. 

Moore, Some diucll whifpercurfes in my care, 

^nd prompt me that my tongue may vttcr forth. 

The venomous niaJliceofiriy fwelling hart. 

Lycius. ^wayinhumancdoggeviihallowedflauc. 

Sirs help ourvncklero conuay himin, 

Tfactiumpets fhewe thcEmpcrour is at hand, 

Sound Trumpets. Enter Empereur audEmprefe rvith Tri~ 
tunes and others. 

)xtng. What hath the Hrmameritmofunnesthan one? 
Lucius, V Vliat hoc ts i t thee to call thy felfe a f unne? 
Mar, RcmcsEmpcrcurand IS! ephew break the Parle, 
1 hefe quarrels n ufl be quietly debated, 

Tlie feafl is ready which the carcfull Tttus^ 

Hath ordain dc to an honorable end, 

For pcacc,for loue,for league and good to Rome, 
Plcafcyou therefore, draw nic and take your places. 
JLing, we will. 

'TrurKpetsfoundiug,Efiterritusiskea^eokej placing the 
diJheSy Ahd LaHWta ipnih a VAtlevutr het face, 

Titus, VVclccnic my Eord,wclccn;c dread Qurerc, 

Kz welcome 





Them oil Lamentable Tragedie 

V Vcicoiiie jcc warlike Rothes, welcome 
And welcome all although the cheare be poore. 

Twill fill your ftomacks, picafcyoucatc ofir. 

King. Whyartthouthusacciredy^«j3fj'tf«/f»Tj 
Becaufe I would befme to haue ail wel]^ 

To cncertaine your highnes and your EmprefTe* 

Tamora, Wcare beholding co you good Audronicui 
"Titus, Andif yourliighnes knew my hart you were, * 

My Lord the Emperour rcfoluc me this, " 

V Vas it well done of rafli Viginius 

To flay his daughter vvitli;his owne right hand 
Becaufe flic was cnfbrft,flainde,and deflowrdc? 

Ktug, Itviis Andromcus. 

1'itut. Your reafon mighty Lord. 

King, Becaufe the girlelhould not furuiue herfliame. 
And by her prefence ftill renewe his Ibrrowcs. 

Titus, A reafon mighty, ftrong, and cff'eftuall, 
Apattcrneprefident,andliuelie warrant. 

For me mofl: wretched to perform e the like. 

Die, die, Lauiniu and thy fliame wirh thee. 

And with thy fliamc thy Fathers forrow die. 

King. VVhathaft thou done, vnnaturall and vnklnde, 
Tit, Kildherforwhommy teares haue made me blind, 
J am as woefull Mf^irgimus was. 

And haueathoufand times morccaufethan he. 

To doc this outragc,andit now is done, 

K.i»g, What was Ihe rauiflit, tell who did the deede,’ 
T, VViltpleafeyoueate,wiltpleafcyour highnes feed, 
Tam. VVhy haft thou flainc thine only Daughter thus? 
Titus, Notiftwas Cbirou, and Demetrius, 

They Rauiflit her and cut away her tongue. 

And they , twas they, that did h?r all this wrong# 

K/»^, Goefctch them hither to vs prcfcntly* 

Titus, Why there they are both baked in thisPiff* 
Whereof their Mother daintilie hath fed. 

Earing the flcfli that thee h cr felfc hath bre d» 

■ ' " Ti$ 
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of Titus ^ndrcriicus, 

Tis true,tis true, wanes my knuici iliai pe point, 

Emperour. Diefrantickc wrctclifortihs a[fm^ddlide 

Tuaus. Can the fonneseie behold his father ble-de> 
Therms mcede for meedc.dcath for a deadly deede 

hUrcus. You lad foede men pcoplcand fons of Rome 
By vproresieuerd asa flight of fo wle, 

Scatterd by winds andhightenipclluous oiifls 
Olil ct me teach you how toknitagaine, ^ * 

This fcattcred corne into one mutual! flica ffe 

Thefe broken linibsagaine into one bodie. * ,vue 

Kemane Lord , Lee Rome her felfe bee bane vnto her 
And Ihccwhomcmightic kingdomes curfic too 
Likeaforlornc and dclperatc" caftawav, * 

Doefhaniefull execution on herfcife". 

But if my froflie fignes and chappes of age, 

Graue witnefles of tru e experience. 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

Speake Roomes dearc friend as erft our Aiiccflor 
when with his folcinne tongue he did difoourfe * 

TO loue fickc Didoes fad attending care, 
the ftorie of that balcfull burning night. 

When fubtilc Greek es furprizd Kii’ig Priams Troy, 

T el! vs what S inon hath be wicht our cares. 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giucs our T roy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 

My hart is not compaft offlint nor ftcelc. 

Nor can I vttcr all our bitter greefe, 

Butfloudsofccares will drowne my Oratorie, 

Andbreake my vttrance eucninthetime, 

VVhenit fhouldnjoueyee to attend me mo ft. 

And forceyou to commiferation, 

HeRt Romes young Captainc let him tell the talc, 
yVhilcI ftandbyandveepeto hcarefiimfpcake, 

Lueiur, Then gratious auditorie beitknownc to you, 
^at Chirm and t he damn^dDemetrsus^ 

_ _Kj 
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The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Were they that miirdrecl oui'Emperours brother. 

And tliey it were tliat rauilTicd oiir filler. 

For tl'cir fcllfaultsour brothers werebchcaded, 

Our Fathers tearcs difpilde,and bafely coufend, 

OFthat true hand that roiight Romes quarrcll out. 

And fent her enemies vnto the grauc. 

Laftly my felfc vnkindely banifhed, 

Thcgatesfiiut on meandturnd weeping cut. 

To beg relicfe among Romes enemies, 

V Vho drovvnd tlieir enme tic in my true tearcs. 

And opt their armes to im brace me as afriend, 

I am'the turned forth be it knownc to you. 

That haue prefcriidc her welfare in my blood, 

Andfrom her bolbme tooke the enemies point. 
Sheathing the fteclein my aduentrous body, 

Alas you know I am no vaunter I, 

My fears can wirnes dumbalthoughthcy are. 

That my report ismftandfull of truth, 

But loft, me thinkes I doe digreflfetoo much, 

Cytinginy w'orthlcspraifc,Ohpardon me 
For when no friends arc by, men praife themfelues, 
Marcus, Now is my turne to fpeakc, behold the child, 
Of this was T amora cidiuered, 

TheiiTueofan irreligious lAoore, 

Chide architefl and piotterofthefc woes, 

Thcyillaineis aliueinT'fi/sirhoure, 

And as he is to witnes this is true. 

Now iudge wiiat courfe had Titus to reuenge, 
rhefe wrongs vnfpcakcablc part patience. 

Or more than any liuing man could beare. 

Now haue you heard the truth , what fay you RomainesS 
Haue we done ought amifTe,fhewvs wherein, 

Andfrom thcpiace whercyou behold vs pleading, 

The poorc remainder of tAndronicie, 

Will hand in hand, all headlong hurlc our felues, 

And on the raggedftones bcatforth ourfoulcs, 



ofTitus iindronicus. 

Andmakcamumall doftire ofourhouie, 

Speake Romans lpcakc,and if you fay wee Shall, 
lo hand in hand and I will fall . 

£mtlltus. Coniccomc thou reiicrent man of Rome, 
And bring oiir Fmperour gently in'jhy hand, 
lucius our Emperour for well I kno w, 

The common voiccdoecryitniall befo, 
lAarcus. Lucius ysW iiaiJe Romes royall Em eroa,^ 
GoegoeintooldTi/wforrowfullhoufc, ' * 

And hither hale thatmisbelicuing Moore, 

Xo beadiudgefome dyrefullflaughtiiiig death. 

As punifliment for I Js mofl wicked lift. 
tucius all haife Romesgratiousgouernour. 

Lucius, ThankesgcntlcRomanesmay I gouernefo, 

T o healc Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe. 

But gentle people giuemcayme a while, 
Fornaturepursmetoaheauie talke. 

Stand al'l a loofc but vnckle drawyou neare, 
Tofiiedobfequious tearcs vpon this tronkc,-r“ 

Oh take this warme kifle on thy pale told lips, 

Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy blood flame face, 
Tlielalltrue duties ofthy noble fonne. 

Marcus. T'eare for teare,and louing kifTc for kifle, 
ihy brother Marcus cendevs on thy lips. 

Oh were the fiimmcofthcfc that I fl:ould pay, 
Countlcfle and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Lucius, Come hither boy come, come and iearncofvs 
TO melt in n-owcrs,thyGrandfirclou’dthcc well. 

Many a timchcc daunfl thee on his knee, 

Songthcea fleepchsslouingbrcftthypillow. 

Many afioriehaihhctoldto thee. 

And bid thee bare his prettic tal es in mindc. 

And talke of them when he was dead and gone. (lips, 

M-Jww. How' manic thoufiind times hath thefe poorc 
V Vhen they were liuing warmd themfelues on thme. 

Oh now fwectc boy giuc theiu, their latcft kiflTc, 

Bid 











Tlie moil: Lamentable Tragedie 

Bid hipj larewcll coniir.it him to thegraue. 

Doe [ hen 1 that kindnes and take Icaue of them* 

Taer, Oh Gram^.lhCjGrandfirCjCu’n with all my hart, 
Would I were deadlbyou didliueagainc, 

0 Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping 
My ceares will clioackc mcifi ope my mouth* 

RomafiC, You fad Andromciehzuc done with woes, 
Giuefentfnee on this execrable wretch, 

Tliat hatlibin breederofthefe dyre Clients* 

Lucius. Set him brcftdcepcin earth andfamifii him, 
Therelet him ftand andraueand crie forfiode. 

Ifany one'fleleeucs orpitties him 
Fortheoffence he dies, thisisourdoome, 

Someftay to fee him fattned in the earth. 

^jYon. Ahwhyfliould wrathbc mute and ftiric dumb, 

1 amnobabie I, that with bafe prayers 
J fhould repent the cuilsi haue done, 

Ten thoufand worlc tlian eucr yet I did 
Would I perfcrmeii'I might hauc my will», 

Ifone good deed inall my life I did 

I doe repent it from my y eric fontc. 

Lu, Some louing friends conuay the Emperour IicncCj 
And giuehim buriallinhis fathcrsgrauc, 

My Fa ther and Lau$nia (hall forthwith. 

Be clofcd in our houlbolds monument. 

As for thatrauinous tiger "xamera^ 

No funerall right, normanin mourning weede. 

No mourncfulJ bell lliall ringhcrburiall 
But throw her forth to beaft i and birds to pray. 

Her life was bcaftlie and dcuoide ofpjtriej 
And being dead let birds on her take 
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5 TO 22326 Titua Andronicus . 1594 

V(^en Henry Clay Folger acquired this 
unique quarto in 1904, it was in a wrapper 
of gray paper lined with Sviredish lottery 

looT’o -r»r»occ»;r thP.il* OPi^ci — 



Note: sig.K4r, 1.8 

When the leaves were being repaired at the 
time of rebinding, a sliver of paper containing 
the letters ”our” in "Emperour” became detached. 
This sliver had previously been pasted in and 
during the washing process became loose. It 
was then re-pasted in, upside down, giving 
what appears to be a misprint in the text. The 
facsimile of the text, made before rebinding, 
will show the correct reading, * 

IS 

Oct. 15, 1968 , 



In 1972 an attempt was made to correct the error 
in pasting on sig,K4r. The paper was quite 
thin at that point and the sliver miniscule, 
so that the attempt was not completely suc- 
cessf^ul. A facsimile of the te;ft after re- 
binding was published by University Micro- 
films, 1964, in which can be seen the upside ' 
down "our". 
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SIC 22328 Ti tua Andronicus . 1594 

»Vhen Henry Clay Folger acquired this 
unique quarto in 1S04, it was in a wrapper 
of gray paper lined with Swedish lottery 
tills, all here preserved in their origi- 
nal order and position. The gray paper 
and the date on the hills make it seem 
prohahle that these covers were supplied 
not long after 1770. Earlier the hook had 
first been stahhed and stitched and then 
at some time hound in a thick volume with 
other matter. 

A full account of the previous owners 
(whose names, written in the old covers, 
are now much faded) will he found in the 
facsimile reprint hy J. Adams, 19C6. 

V/hen the Library first opened, and 
probably when Folger first acquired the 
quarto, the wrappers were tattered along 
the spine so that it was easy to see part 
of the old sewing and a very thick layer 
of paste remaining from the hound state. 

5y 1959 the volume began to show wear 
not only at the spine hut in the then soft 
and tender title. It was then decided 
that it should he preserved hy binding. 

The Folger hinder (H. Lunow) cleaned 
the leaves gently, using no bleach or 
other chemical, and sized it with a solu- 
tion of gelatine and essigsauretonerde, 




1 1 1 ' 1 1 1 1 1 

8fr IP 9P 9P PP tP ZP IP Ofr 68 88 Z8 98 98 fr8 88 28 18 08 62 82 Z2 92 92 PZ 82 22 12 02 61 81 Li 91 L 




» S8 M 




C8 





^ streiigtbened most of the hinges, mended 
teexs, hacked the title -leaf with silk, 
pnd' '^be sheets on raised hands. 

Vihile the hook was in sheets I exa- 
mined it and found it as follows; 

Collation; A'^-(-Al) B-K^. 

nnndition; Though many of the hinges 
were worn and weak, all pairs of lea.ves 
present were normally conjugate excepting 
Ki:4, which had apparently been conjugate. 



WateriT-arks : Since the pot watermarks in 
every sheet (except the unmarked F) are 
mainly visible in the hound volume, I give 
below only the initials, which may he ob- 
scured, and the markings of the one unini- 
tialed potbelly: the mark in A2;3 hears 
initials BI or BL; B2:2 & 12:3 initials 
1$; D2;3 & El:4 initials K3 (the twin of 
B2:3); Cl;4 & F2:3, as drawn below; K2;3 
initial A& another, mutilated, perhaps \i. 



Cl;4 & 




8 Feb 1960 
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